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PREFACE. 


In placing before the public this collection of Edgar Pve’s 
poetical works, it is requisite to point out in what respects 
it differs from, and is superior to, the numerous collections 
which have preceded it. Until recently, all editions, whether 
American or English, of Poe’s poems have been verbatun 
reprints of the first posthumous collection, published at New 
York in 1850. 
— In 18741 began drawing attention to the fact that unknown 
and unreprinted poetry by Edgar Poe was in existence. Most, 
if not all, of the specimens issu d in my articles have since 
been reprinted by different editors and publishers, but the 
present is the first occasion on which all the pieces referred to 
have been garnered into one sheaf. Besides the poems thus 
alluded to, this volume will be found to contain many addi- 
tional pieces and extra stanzas, nowhere else published or 
included in Poe’s works. Such verses have been gathered 
from printed or manuscript sources during a research extending 
over many years. 

In addition to the rfew poetical matter included in this 


volume, attention should, also, be solicited on behalf of the 
Vv 


vi PREFACE. 
_ notes, which will be found to contain much matter, interesting 
both from biographical and bibliographical points of view. 

To render this, the first annotated and complete edition of 
Poe’s poetical works, uniform in bulk with other volumes 
of the series it appears in, it has been found advisable to 
_publish with it Poe’s one complete romance, the marvellous 
“ NARRATIVE OF ARTHUR GORDON Pym.” . 


JOHN H. INGRAM. 
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DuRrinG the last few years every incident in the life of Edgar 
Poe has been subjected to microscopic investigation. The 
result has not been altogether satisfactory. On the one hand, 
envy and prejudice have magnified every blemish of his 
character into crime, whilst on the other, blind admiration 
would depict him as. far “too good for human nature’s daily 
food.” Let us endeavour to judge him impartially, granting 
that he was as a mortal subject to the ordinary weaknesses of 
mortality, but that he was tempted sorely, treated badly, and 
suffered deeply. 

The poet’s ancestry and parentage are chiefly interesting as 
explaining some of the complexities of his character. His 
father, David Poe, was of Anglo-Irish extraction. Educated 
for the Bar, he elected to abandon it for the stage. In one of 
his tours through the chief towns of the United States he met 
and married a young actress, Elizabeth Arnold, member of an 
English family distinguished for its musical talents. As an 
actress, Elizabeth Poe acquired some reputation, but became 
even better known for her domestic virtues. In those days 
the United States afforded little scope for dramatic energy, so 
it is not surprising to find that when her husband died, after a 
few years of married life, the young widow had a vain struggle 
to maintain herself and three little ones, William Henry, 
Edgar, and Rosalie. Before her premature death, in December 
1811, the poct’s mother had been reduced to the dire necessity 


of living on the charity of her neighbours. 
! xi 
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Edgar, the second child of David and Elizabeth Poe, waa 
born at Boston, in the United States, on the 19th of January 
1809. Upon his mother’s death at Richmond, Virginia, 
Edgar was adopted by a wealthy Scotch merchant, John 
Allan. Mr. Allan, who had married an American lady and 
settled in Virginia, was childless. He therefore took naturally 
to the brilliant and beautiful little boy, treated him as his 
son, and made him take his own surname. Edgar Allan, as 
he was now styled, after some elementary tuition in Richmond, 
was taken to England by his adoptive parents, and, in 1816, 
placed at the Manor House School, Stoke-Newington. 

Under the Rev. Dr. Bransby, the future poet spent a lustrum 
of his life neither unprofitably nor, apparently, ungenially. 
Dr. Bransby, who is himself so quaintly portrayed in Poe’s 
tale of William Wilson, described “ Edgar Allan,” by which 
name only he knew the lad, as ‘a quick and clever boy,” who 
“would have been a very good boy had he not been spoilt by 
his parents,” meaning, of course, the Allans. They “allowed 
him an extravagant amount of pocket-moncy, which enabled 
him to get into all manner of mischief. Still I liked the boy,” 
added the tutor, “but, poor fellow, his parents spoiled him.” 

Poe has described some aspects of his school days in his oft- 
cited story of William Wilson. Probably there is the usual 
amount of poetic exaggeration in these reminiscences, but they 
are almost the only record we have of that portion of his 
career and, therefore, apart from their literary merits, are 
on that account deeply interesting. The description of the 
sleepy old London suburb, as it was in those days, is remark- 
ably accurate, but the revisions which the story of William 
Wilson went through before it reached its present perfect state 
caused many of the author’s details to deviate widely from 
their original correctness.. His schoolhouse in the earliest 
draft was truthfully described as an “old, irregular, and 
cottage built ” dwelling, and so it remained until its destruc- 
tion a few years ago. 

The soi-disant William Wilson, referring to those bygone 
happy days spent in the English academy, says, ‘‘ The teeming 
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brain of childhood requires no external world of incident to 
occupy or amuse it. The morning’s awakening, the nightly 
summons to bed; the connings, the recitations, the periodical 
half-holidays and perambulations, the playground, with its 
broils, its pastimes, its intrigues—these, by a mental sorccry 
long forgotten, were made to involve a wilderness of sensation, 
a world of rich incident, a universe of varied emotion, of ex- 
citement the most passionate and spirit-stirring, ‘Oh, le bon 
temps, que ce siecle de fer /’” 

From this world of boyish imagination Poe was called to his 
adoptive parents’ home in the United States. He returned to 
America in 1821, and was speedily placed in an academy in 
Richmond, Virginia, in which city the Allans continued to 
reside. Already well grounded in the elementary processes of 
education, not without reputation on account of his European 
residence, handsome, proud, and regarded as the heir of a 
wealthy man, Poe must have been looked up to with no little 
respect by his fellow pupils. He speedily made himself a 
prominent position in the school, not only by his classical 
attainments, but by his athletic feats — accomplishments 
calculated to render him a leader among lads. 

“In the simple school athletics of those days, when a 
gymnasium had not been heard of he was facile princeps,” 
is the reminiscence of his fellow pupil, Colonel T. L. Preston. 
Poe he remembers as ‘a swift runner, a wonderful leaper, 
and, what was more rare, a boxer, with some slight training. 
. . » He would allow the strongest boy in the school to strike 
him with full force in the chest. He taught me the secret, 
and I imitated him, after my measure. It was to inflate the 
lungs to the uttermost, and at the moment of receiving the 
blow to exhale the air. It looked surprising, and was, indced, 
a little rough ; but with a good breast-bone, and some resolu- 
tion, it was not difficult to stand it. For swimming he was 
noted, being in many of his athletic proclivities surprisingly 
like Byron in his youth.” 

In one of his feats Pbe only came off second best. “A 
challenge to a foot race,” says Colonel Preston, “had been 
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passed between the two classical schools of the city; we 
selected Poe as our champion, The race came off one bright 
May morning at sunrise, in the Capitol Square. Historical 
truth compels me to add that on this occasion our school was 
beaten, and we had to pay up our small bets. Poe ran well, 
but his competitor was a long-legged, Indian-looking fellow, 
who would have outstripped Atalanta without the help of 
the golden apples.” 

“Yn our Latin exercises in school,” continues the colonel, 
“Poe was among the first—not first without dispute. We had 
competitors who fairly disputed the palm, especially one, 
Nat Howard, afterwards known as one of the ripest scholars 
in Virginia, and distinguished also asa profound lawyer. If 
Howard was less brilliant than Poe, he was far more studious ; 
for even then the germs of waywardness were developing in 
the nascent poet, and even then no inconsiderable portion of 
his time was given to versifying. But if I put Howard as a 
Latinist on a level with Poe, I do him full justice.” 

‘“‘Poe,” says the colonel, “was very fond of the Odes of 
Horace, and repeated them so often in my hearing that I 
learned by sound the words of many before I understood 
their meaning. In the lilting rhythm of the Sapphics and 
Iambics, his ear, as yet untutored in more complicated har- 
monies, took special delight. Two odes, in particular, have 
been humming in my ear all my life since, set to the tune of 
his recitation :— 

‘Jam satis terris nivis atque dire 
Grandinis misit Pater, et rubente,’ 
And 


‘ Non ebur neque aureum 
Mea renidet in dono lacu ar,’ ete. 


‘“‘T remembor that Poe was also a very fine French scholar. 
Yet, with all his superiorities, he was not the master spirit nor 
even the favourite of the school. I assign, from my recollection, 
this place to Howard. Poe, as I recall my impressions now, 
was self-willed, capricious, inclined to be imperious, and, 
though of generous impulses, not steadily kind, nor even 
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amiable; and so what he would exact was refused to him. I 
add another thing which had its influence, I am sure. At the 
time of which I speak, Richmond was one of the most aristo- 
cratic cities on this side of the Atlantic. . . A school is, of 
its nature, democratic; but still boys will unconsciously bear 
about the odour of their fathers’ notions, good or bad. Of 
Edgar Poe,’ who had then resumed his parental cognomen, 
“it was known that his parents had been players, and that he 
was dependent upon the bounty that is bestowed upon an 
adopted son. All this had the effect of making the boys 
decline his leadership ; and, on looking back on it since, I 
fancy it gave him a fiercencss he would otherwise not have 
had.” 

This last paragraph of Colonel Preston’s recollections casts a 
suggestive light upon the causes which rendered unhappy the 
lad’s early life and tended to blight his prospective hopes. 
Although mixing with members of the best families of the 
province, and naturally endowed with hereditary and native 
pride, — fostered by the indulgence of wealth and the con- 
sciousness of intellectual superiority,—Edgaf Poe was made to 
feel that his parentage was obscure, and that he himself was 
dependent upon the charity and caprice of an alien by blood. 
For many lads these things would have had but little meaning, 
but to one of Poe’s proud temperament it must have been a 
source of constant torment, and all allusions to it gall and 
wormwood. And Mr. Allan was not the man to wean Poe 
from such festering fancies: as a rule he was proud of the 
handsome and talented boy, and indulged him in all that 
wealth could purchase, but at other times he treated him with 
contumely, and made him feel the bitterness of his position. 

Still Poe did maintain his leading position among the 
scholars at that Virginian academy, and several still living 
have favoured us with reminiscences of him. His feats in 
swimming, to which Colonel] Preston has alluded, are quite 
a feature of his youthful career. Colonel Mayo records one 
daring performance in natétion which is thoroughly character- 
istic of the lad. One day in mid-winter, when standing on the 
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banks of the James River, Poe dared his comrade into jumping 
in, in order to swim to a certain point with him. After 
floundering about in the nearly frozen stream for some time, 
they reached the piles upon which Mayo’s Bridge was then 
supported, and there attempted to rest and try to gain the 
shore by climbing up the log abutment to the bridge. Upon 
reaching the bridge, however, they were dismayed to find that 
its plank flooring overlapped the abutment by several feet, and 
that it was impossible to ascend it. Nothing remained for 
them but to let go their slippery hold and swim back to the 
shore. Poe reached the bank in an exhausted and benumbed 
condition, whilst Mayo was rescued by a boat just as he was 
succumbing. On getting ashore Poe was seized with a 
violent attack of vomiting, and both lads were ill for several 
weeks. 

Alluding to another quite famous swimming feat of his own, 
the poet remarked, “ Any ‘swimmer in the falls’ in my days 
would have swum the Hellespont, and thought nothing of the 
matter. I swam from Ludlam’s Whaifto Warwick (six miles), 
in a hot June sun, against one of the strongest tides ever 
known in the river. It would have been a feat comparatively 
gusy to swim twenty miles in still water. I would not think 
much,” Poe added in a strain of exaggeration not unusual 
with him, “of ettempting to swim the British Channel from 
Dover to Calais.” Colonel Mayo, who had tried to accompany 
him in this performance, had to stop on the way, and says 
that Poe, when he reached the goal, emerged from the water 
with neck, face, and back blistered. The facts of this feat, 
which was undertaken for a wager, having been questioned, 
Poe, ever intolerant of contradiction, obtained and published 
the affidavits of several gentlemen who had witnessed it. 
They also certified that Poe did not seem at all fatigued, and 
that he walked back to Richmond immediately after the per- 
formance. 

The poet is generally remembeied at this part of his career 
to have been slight in figure and person, but to have been well 
made, active, sinewy, and graceful, Despite the fact that he 
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was thus noted among his schoolfellows and indulged at home, 
he does not ap; ear to have been in sympathy with his sur- 
roundings. Already dowered with the “hate of hate, the 
scorn of scorn,” he appears to have made foes both amon 
those who enviel him and those whom, in the pride of intel- 
lectuality, he treated with pugnacious contempt. Beneath 
the haughty exterior, however, was a warm and passionate 
heart, which only needed circumstance to call forth an almost 
fanatical intensity of affection. A well authenticated instance 
of this is thus related by Mrs. Whitman :— 

“ While at the academy in Richmond, he one day accom- 
panied a schoolmate to his home, where he saw, for the first 
time, Mrs. Helen Stannard, the mother of his young friend. 
This lady, on entcring the room, took his hands and spoke 
some gentle and gracious words of welcome, which so pene- 
trated the sensitive heart of the orphan boy as to deprive him 
of the power of speech, and for a time almost of consciousness 
itself, He returned home in a dream, with but one thought, 
one hope in life—to hear again the sweet and gracious words 
that had made the desolate world so beautiful to him, and 
filled his lonely heart with the oppression of a new joy. This 
lady afterwards became the confidant of all his boyish sorrows, 
and hers was the one redeeming influence that saved and 
guitted him in the earlicr days of his turbulent and passionate 
youth.” 

When Edgar was unhappy at home, which, says his aunt, 
Mis. Clemm, “was very often the case, he went to Mrs. 
Stannard for sympathy, for consolation, and for advice.” 
Unfortunately, the sad fortune which so frequently thwarted 
his hopes ended this friendship. ‘The lady was overwhelmed 
by a terrible calamity, and at the period when her guiding 
voice was most requisite, she fell a prey to mental alienation. 
She died, and was entombed in a neighhouring cemetery, but 
her poor boyish admirer could not endue to think of her 
lying lonely and forsaken in her vaulted home, so he would 
leave the house at night and visit her tomb. When the 
nights were drear, “when ihe autumnal rans fll, and the 
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winds wailed mournfully over the graves, he lingered longest, 
and came away most regretfully.” 

The memory of this lady, of this “ one idolatrous and purely 
ideal love” of his boyhood, was cherished to the last. The 
.name of Helen frequently recurs in his youthful verses, ‘“‘ The 
Pean,” now first included in his poetical works, refers to her ; 
and to her he inscribed the classic and exquisitely beautiful 
stanzas beginning “ Helen, thy beauty is to me.” 

Another important item to be noted in this epoch of his 
lite is that he was already a poet. Among his schoolfellows 
he appears to have acquired some little reputation as a writer 
of satirical verses; but of his poetry, of that which, as he 
declared, had been with him “not a purpose, but a passion,” he 
probably preserved the secret, especially as we know that at 
his adoptive home poesy was a forbidden thing. As early as 
1821 he appears to have essayed various pieces, and some of 
these were ultimately included in his first volume. With Poe 
poetry was a personal matter—a channel throngh which the 
turbulent passions of his heart found an outlet. With feelings 
stich as were his, it came to pass, as a matter of course, that 
the youthful poet fell in love. Ilis first affair of the heart is, 
doubtless, reminiscently portrayed in what he says of his 
boyish ideal, Bycon. This passion, he remarks, “if passion it 
can properly be called, was of the most thoroughly romantic, 
shadowy, and imaginative character. It was born of the hour, 
and of the youthful necessity to love. It had no peculiar 
regard to the person, or to the character, or to the recipro- 
eating affection. . . Any maiden, not immediately and 
positively repulsive,” he deems would have suited the occasion 
of frequent and unrestricted intercourse with such an imagina- 
tive and poetic youth. ‘The result,” he deems, “was not 
merely natural, or merely probable; it was as inevitable as 
destiny itself.” 

Between the lines may be read the history of his own love. 
“The Everia of iis dreams—the Venus Aphrodite that sprang 
in full and supernal loveliness from the bright foam upon the 
storm tormented ocean of his thoughts,” was a little girl, 
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Imira Royster, who lived with her father in a house opposite 
the Allans in Richmond. The young people met again and 
gain, and the lady, who has only recently passed away, 
called Edgar as “a beautiful boy,” passionately fond of 
usic, enthusiastic and impulsive, but with prejudices already 
istrongly developed. A certain amount of love-making took 
place between the young people, and Poe, with his usual 
passionate energy, ere he left home for the University had 
persuaded his fair innamorata to engage herself to him. Poe 
left home for the University of Virginia, Charlottesville, in 
the beginning of 1825. He wrote frequently to Miss Royster, 
hut her father did not approve of the affair, and, so the story 
runs, intercepted the correspondence, until it ceased. At 
seventeen, Elmira became the bride of a Mr. Shelton, and it was 
not until some time afterwards that Poe discovered how it 
was his passionate appeals had failed to elicit any response 
from the object of his youthful affection. 

Poe’s short university career was in many respects a repeti- 
tion of his course at the Richmond Academy. He became 
noted at Charlottesville both for his athletic fcats and his 
scholastic successes. IIe entered as a student on February 
1, 1826, and remained till the close of the second session in 
December of that year. “IIe entered the schools of ancient 
and modern languages, attending the leetures on Latin, Greek, 
French, Spanish, and Italian. I was a member of the last 
three classes,” says Mr. William Wertenbaker, the recently 
deceased librarian, “and can testify that he was tolerably 
regular in his attendance, and a successful student, having 
obtained distinction at the final examination in Latin and 
French, and this was at that time the highest honour a student 
could obtain. The present rezulations in regard to degrees 
had not then been adopted. Under existing regulations, he 
would have graduated in the two languages above-named, and 
have been entitled to diplomas.” 

These statements of Pqge’s classmate are confirmed by Dr. 
Harrison, chairman of the Faculty, who remarks that the poet 
was a great favourite with his fellow students, and was noted 
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-for the remarkable rapidity with which he prepared his 
recitations and for their accuracy, his translations from the 
modern languages being especially noteworthy. 

Several of Poe’s classmates at Charlottesville have testified 
to his “noble qualities” and other good endowments, but they 
remember that his “disposition was rather retiring, and that 
he had few intimate associates.” Mr. Thomas Bolling, one of 
his fellow-students who has favoured us with reminiscences of 
him, says: “I was acquainted with him, but that is about all. 
My impression was, and is, that no one could say that he knew 
him. He wore a melancholy face always, and even his smile 
-~~for I do not ever remember to have seen him laugh—seemed 
to be forced. When he engaged sometimes with others in 
athletic exercises, in which, so far as high or long jumping, I 
helieve he excelled all the rest, Poe, with the same ever sad 
face, appeared to participate in what was amusement to the 
others more as a task than sport.” 

Poe had no little talent for drawing, and Mr. John Willis 
states that the walls of his college room were covered with his 
crayon sketches, whilst Mr. Bolling mentions, in connection 
with the poet’s artistic facility, some interesting incidents, 
The two young men had purchased copies of a handsomely- 
illustrated edition of Byron’s poems, and upon visiting Poe a 
{ew days after this purchase, Mr. Bolling found him engaged 
in copying one of the engravings with crayon upon his 
dormitory ceiling. He continued to amuse himself in thicf 
way from time to time until he had filled all the space in hi 
room with life size figures which, it is remembered by tho 
who saw them, were highly ornamental and well executed. 

As Mr. Bolling talked with his associate, Poe would continue 
to scribble away with his pencil, as if writing, and when his 
visitor jestingly remonstrated with him on his want of polite- 
ness, he replied that he had been all attention, and proved 
that he had by suitable comment, assigning as a reason for 
his apparent want of courtesy that he was trying to divide his 
mond, to carry on a conversation and write scusibly upon a 
totally diffircent subject at the same time. 
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Mr. ‘Wertenbaker, in his interesting reminiscenecs of the 
poet, says: “As librarian I had frequent official intercourse 
with Poe, but it was at or near the close of the session before 
I met him in the social circle. After spending an evening 
together at a private house he invited me, on our return, into 
his room. It was a cold night in December, and his fire 
having gone pretty nearly out, by the aid of some tallow 
candles, and the fragments of a small table which he broke up 
for the purpose, he soon rekindled it, and by its comfortable 
blaze I spent a very pleasant hour with him. On this occasion 
he spoke with regret of the large amount of money he had 
wasted, and of the debts he had contracted during the session. 
If my memory be not at fault, he estimated his indebtedness 
at $2000 and, though they were gaming debts, he was earnest 
and emphatic in the declaration that he was bound by honour 
to pay them at the earliest opportunity.” 

This appears to have been Poe’s last night at the university. 
IIe left it never to return, yet, short as was lis sojourn there, 
he left behind him such honourable memories that his a?ma 
mater 18 now only too proud to enrol his name among her most 
respected sons. Poe’s adoptive father, however, did not regard 
his protégé’s collegiate career with equal pleasure: whatever 
view he may have entertained of the Jad’s scholastic successes, 
he resolutely refused to discharge the gambling debts which, 
like too many of his classmates, he had incurred. A violent 
altercation took place between Mr. Allan and the youth, and 
Poe hastily quitted the shelter of home to try and make his 
way in the world alone. 

Taking with him such poems as he had ready, Poe made his 
way to Boston, and there looked up some of his mother’s old 
theatrical friends. Whether he thought of adopting the stage 
as a profession, or whether he thought of getting their assist- 
ance towards helping him to put a drama of his own upon the 
stage,—that dream of all young authors,—is now unknown. 
He appears to have wandered about for some time, and by 
some means or the other succeeded in getting a little volume 
of poems printed “for private circulation only.” This was 
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towards the end of 1827, when he was nearing nineteen. 
Doubtless Poe expected te dispose of his volume by subserip- 
tion among his friends, but copies did not go off, and ultimately 
the book was suppressed, and the remainder of the edition, for 
“reasons of a private nature,” destroyed. 

What happened to the young poet, and how he contrived to 
exist for the next year or so, is a mystery still unsolved. It 
has always been believed that he found his way to Europe aud 
met with some curious adventures there, and Poe himself 
certainly alleged that such was the case. Numbers of mythical 
stories have been invented to account for this chasm in the 
poet’s life, and most of them self-evidently fabulous, In a 
recent biography of Poe an attempt had been made to prove 
that he enlisted in the army under an assumed name, and served 
for about eighteen months in the artillery in a highly creditable 
manner, receiving an honourable discharge at the instance of 
Mr. Allan. This account is plausible, but will need further 
explanation of its many discrepancies of dates, and verification 
of the different documents cited in proof of it, before the public 
can receive it as fact. So many fables have been published 
about Poe, and even many fictitious documents quoted, that it 
behoves the unprejudiced to be wary in accepting any new state- 
ments concerning him that are not thoroughly authenticated. 

On the 28th February 1829 Mrs, Allan died, and with her 
death the final thread that had bound Poe to her husband was 
broken. The adopted son arrived too late to take a last fare- 
well of her whose influence had given the Allan residence its 
only claim upon the poet's heart. A kind of truce was patched 
up over the grave of the deceased lady, but, for the future, 
Poe found that home was home no longer. 

Again the young man turned to poetry, not only as a solace 
but asa means of earning a livelihood, Again he printed a little 
volume of poems, which included his longest piece, “ Al Aaraaf,” 
and several others now decmed classic. The book was a great 
advance upon his previous collection, but failed to obtain any 
amount of public praise or personal profit for its author. 

Feeling the difficulty of living by literature at the same 


MEMOIR OF EDGAR ALLAN POE. xxili 


time that he saw he might have to rely largely upon his own 
exertions for a livelihood, Poe expressed a wish to enter the 
army. After no little difficulty a cadetship was obtained for 
him at the West Point Military Academy, a military school in 
many respects equal to the best in Europe for the education of 
officers for the army. At the time Poe entered the Academy it 
possessed anything but an attractive character, the discipline 
having been of the most severe character, and the accommoda- 
tion in many respects unsuitable for growing lads. 

The poet appears to have entered upon this new course of 
life with his usual enthusiasm, and for a time to have borne 
the rigid rules of the place with unusual steadiness, He 
entered the institution on the Ist July 1830, and by the 
following March had been expelled for determined disobedience. 
Whatever view may be taken of Poe’s conduct upon this 
occasion, it must be seen that the expulsion from West Point 
was of his own seeking. Highly-coloured pictures have been 
drawn of his eccentric behaviour at the Academy, but the fact 
remains that he wilfully, or at any rate purposely, flung away 
his cadetship. It is surmised with plausibility that the second 
marriage of Mr. Allan, and his expressed intention of with- 
drawing his help and of not endowing or bequeathing this 
adopted son any of his property, was the mainspring of Poe’s 
action. Believing it impossible to continue without aid in a 
profession so expensive as was a military life, he determined 
to relinquish it and return to his long-cherished attempt to 
become an author. | 

Expelled from the institution that jafforded board and 
shelter, and discarded by his former protector, the unfortunate 
and penniless young man yet a third time attempted to get a 
start in the world of letters by means of a volume of poetry. 
If it be true, as alleged, that several of his brother cadets aided 
his efforts by subscribing for his little work, there is some 
possibility that a few dollars rewarded this latest venture. 
Whatever may have resulted from thg alleged aid, it is certain 
that in a short time after leaving il Military Academy Poe 
, was reduced to sad straits. Le disappeared for ncarly two 
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years from public notice, and how he lived during that period 
has never been satisfactorily explained. In 1833 he returns 
to history in the character of a winner of a hundred-dollar 
award offered by a newspaper for the best story. 

The prize was unanimously adjudged to Poe by the adjudi- 
cators, and Mr. Kennedy, an author of some little repute, 
having become interested by the young man’s evident genius, 
generously assisted him towards obtaining a livelihood by 
literary labour. Through his new friend’s introduction to the 
proprietor of the Southern Literary Messenger, a moribund 
magazine published at irregular intervals, Poe became first a 
paid contributor, and eventually the editor of the publication, 
which ultimately he rendered one of the most respected and 
profitable periodicals of the day. This success was entirely 
due to the brilliancy and power of Poe’s own contributions to 
the magazine. 

In March 1834 Mr. Allan died, and if our poet had main- 
tained any hopes of further assistance from him, all doubt was 
settled by the will, by which the whole property of the deceased 
was left to his second wife and her three sons. Poe was not 
named. 

On the 6th May 1836 Poe, who now had nothing but his 
pen to trust to, married his cousin, Virginia Clemm, a child 
of only fourteen, and with her mother as housekeeper, started 
a home of hisown. In the meantime his various writings in 
the Messenger began to attract attention and to extend his 
reputation into literaly circles, but beyond his editorial salary 
of about one hundred guineas (2.2. $520) brought him no 
pecuniary reward. 

In January 1837, for reasons never thoroughly exp'ained, 
Poe severed his conjection with the Messenger, and moved 
with all his household goods from Richmond to New York. 
Southern friends state that Poe was desirous of either being 
admitted into partnership with his employer, or of being 
allowed a larger share ¢f the profits which his own labours 
procured. In New York his earnings seem to have been small 
and irregular, his most important work having been a repub- 
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lication from the Alessenger in book form of his Defoe like 
romance entitled Arthur Gordon Pym. The truthful air of 
“The Narrative,” as well as its other merits, excited public 
curiosity both in England and America; but Poe’s remunera- 
tion does not appeir to have been proportionate to its success, 
nor did he receive anything from the numerous Euopean 
editions the work rapidly passed through. 

In 1838 Poe was induced by a literary friend to break up 
his New York home and remove with his wife and aunt (her 
mother) to Philadelphia. The Quaker city was at that time 

«quite a hotbed for magazine projects, and among the many 

‘ new periodicals Poe was enabled to earn some kind of a living. 
To Burton’s Gentleman’s Magazine for 1837 he had contributed 
a few articles, but in 1840 he ananged with its proprietor to 
take up the editorship. Poe had long songht to start a 
magazine of his own, and it was probably with a view to such 
an eventuality that one of his conditions for accepting the 
editorship of the Gentleman’s Maguzine was that his name 
should appear upon the title-page. 

Poe worked hard at the Gentleman's for some time, con 
tributing to its columns much of his best work; ultimately, 
however, he came to loggerheads with its proprietor, Burton, 
who disposed of the magazine to a Mr. Graham, a rival 
publisher. At this period Poe collected into two volumes, and 
yot them published as Zales of the Grotesque and Aiabesques, 
twenty-five of his stories, but he never received any remuneta- 
tion, save a few copies of the volumes, for the work. For some 
time the poet strove most earnestly to start a magazine of 
his own, but all his efforts failed owing to his want of capital. 

The purchaser of Burton’s magazine, having amalgamated it 
with another, issued the two under the title of Graham's 
Magazine. Poe became a contributor to the new venture, and 
in November of the year 1840 consented to assume the post 
of editor. Under Poe’s management, assisted by the liberality 
of Mr. Graham, Giaham’s Magazine became a grand success. 
To its pages Poe contributed some of his finest and most 
popular tales, and attracted to the publication the pens of 
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many of the best contemporary authors. The public was not 

slow in showing its appreciation of the pabulam put before it, 

and, so its directors averred, in less than two years the 
“ circulation rose from five to fifty-two thousand copies. 

A great deal of this success was due to Poe’s weird and 
wonderful stories ; still more, perhaps, to his trenchant critiques 
and his startling theories anent cryptology. As regards the 
tales now issued in Graham’s, attention may especially be drawn 
to the world-famed “ Murders in the Rue Morgue,” the first of 
a series—‘une espece de trilogie,” as Baudelaire styles them— 
illustrative of an analytic phase of Poe’s peculiar mind. This 
trilogie of tales, of which the later two were “ The Purloined 
Letter” and ‘The Mystery of Marie Roget,” was avowedly 
written to prove the capability of solving the puzzling riddles 
of life by identifying another person’s mind by our own. By 
trying to follow the processes by which a person would reason 
out a certain thing, Poe propounded the theory that another 
person might ultimately arrive, as it were, at that person’s 
conclusions, indeed, penetrate the innermost arcanum of his 
brain and read his most secret thoughts. Whilst the public 
was still pondering over the startling proposition, and enjoying 
perusal of its apparent proofs, Poe still further increased his 
popularity and drew attention to his works by putting forward 
the attractive but less dangerous theorem that ‘human 
ingenuity could not construct a cipher which human ingenuity 
could not solve.” 

This cryptographic assertion was made in connection with 
what the public deemed a challenge, and Poe was inundated 
with ciphers more or less abstruse, demanding solution. In 
the correspondence which ensued in Graham’s Magazine and 
other publications, Poe was universally acknowledged to have 
proved his case, so far as his own personal ability to unriddle 
such mysteries was concerned. Although he had never 
offered to undertake such a task, he triumphantly solved every 
eryptogram sent to him, with one exception, and that exception 
he proved conclusively was only an imposture, fur which no 
solution was possible. 
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The outcome of this exhaustive and unprofitable labour was 
the fascinating story of “The Gold Bug,” a story in which the 
discovery of hidden treasure is brought about by the unriddling 
of an intricate cipher. 

The year 1841 may be deemed the brightest of Poe's 
chequered career. On every side acknowledged to be a new 
and brilliant literary light, chief editor of a powerful 
magazine, admired, feared, and envied, with a reputation 
already spreading rapidly in Europe as well as in his native 
continent, the poet might well have hoped for prosperity and 
happiness, But dark cankers were gnawing his heart. His 
pecuniary position was still embarrassing. His writings, 
which were the result of slow and careful labour, were poorly 
paid, and his remuneration as joint editor of Graham’s was 
small. He was not permitted to have undivided control, and 
but a slight share of the profits of the magazine he had 
rendered world-famous, whilst a fearful domestic calamity 
wrecked all his hopes, and caused him to resort to that rfuge 
of the broken-hearted—to that drink which finally destroyed 
his prospects and his life. 

Edgar Poe’s own account of this terrible malady and its 
cause was made towards the end of his career. Its truth has 
never been disproved, and in its most important points it has 
been thoroughly substantiated. To a correspondent he writes 
in January 1848 ;—“ You say, ‘Can you hint to me what was 
‘“‘that terrible evil” which caused the “irregularities” so pro- 
foundly lamented?’ Yes, I can do more than hint. This ‘evil’ 
was the greatest which can befallaman. Six years ago, a wife 
whom I loved as no man ever loved before, ruptured a blood- 
vessel in singing. Her life was despaired of. I took leave of 
her for ever, and underwent all the agonies of her death. She 
recovered partially, and I again hoped. At the end of a year, 
the vessel broke again. I went through precisely the same 
scene... . Then again—again—and even once again, at varying 
intervals, Each time I felt all the agonies of her death—and at 
each accession of the disorder I loved her more dearly and clung 
to her life with more desperate pertinacity, But I am constitu- 
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tionally sensitive—nervyous in a very unusual degree. I became 
insane, with long intervals of horrible sanity. During these 
fits of absolute unconsciousness, I drank—God only knows 
how often or how much. As a matter of course, my enemies 
referred the insanity to the drink, rather than the drink to the 
insamity. I had, indeed, nearly abandoned all hope of a per- 
manent cure, when I found one in the death of my wife. This 
I can and do endure as becomes a man. It was the horrible 
never-ending oscillation between hope and despair which I 
could not longer have endured, without total loss of reason.” 

The poet at this period was residing in a small but elegant 
little home, superintended by his ever-faithful guardian, his 
wife’s mother—his own aunt, Mrs. Clemm, the lady whom he 
so gratefully addressed in after ycars in the well-known sonnet, 
as “more than mother unto me.” But a change came o’er the 
spirit of his dream! Huis severance from G:aham’s, owing to 
we know not what causes, took place, and his fragile schemes of 
happiness faded-as fast as the sunset. His means melted away, 
and he became unfitted by mental trouble and ill-health to earn 
more. The terrible straits to which he and his unfortunate 
beloved ones were reduced may be comprehended after perusal 
of these words from Mr. A. B. Harris’s reminiscences. 

Reféfring to the poet’s residence in Spring Gardens, Phila- 
delphia, this writer says: ‘It was during their stay there that 
Mrs, Poe, while singing one evening, ruptured a blood vessel, 
and after that she suffered a hundred deaths. She could not 
bear the slightest exposure, and needed the utmost care ; and 
all those conveniences as to apartment and surroundings 
which are so important in the case of an invalid were almost 
matters of life and death to her. And yet the room where she 
lay for weeks, hardly able to breathe, except as she was 
fanned, was a little narrow place, with the ceiling so low over 
the narrow bed that her head almost touched it. But no one 
dared to speak, Mr. Poe was so sensitive and irritable ; ‘quick 
as steel and flint,’ said one who knew him in those days. And 
he would not allow a word about the danger of her dying: the 
mention of it drove him wild.” 
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Tg it to be wondered at, should it not indeed be forgiven 
hun, if, impelled by the anxieties and privations at home, the 
unfortunate poet, driven to the brink of madness, plunged 
still deeper into the Slough of Despond? Unable to pro- 
vide for the pressing necessities of his beloved wife, the 
distracted man “would steal out of the house at night, 
and go off and wander about the streets for hours, proud, 
heartsick, despairing, not knowing which way to turn, or 
what to do, while Mrs. Clemm would endure the anxiety at 
home as long as she could, and then start off in search of him.” 

During his calmer moments Poe exerted all his efforts to 
proceed with his literary labours. He continued to contribute 
to Graham’s Magazine, the proprietor of which periodical re- 
mained his friend to the end of his life, and also to some other 
leading publications of Philadelphia and New York. A sugges- 
tion having been made to him by N. P. Willis, of the latter 
city, he determined to once more wander back tv it, as he found 
it impossible to live upon his literary carnings where he was. 

Accordingly, about the middle of 1845, Poe removed to New 
York, and shortly afterwards was engaged by Willis and his 
partner Morris as sub-editor on the Evening Mirror. He was, 
says Willis, “‘“employed by us for several months as critic and 
sub editor. ... He resided with his wife and mother at 
Fordham, a few miles out of town, but was at his desk in the 
office from nine in the morning till the evening paper went to 
press. With the highest admiration for his genius, and a 
willingness to let it atone for more than ordinary irregularity, 
we were led by common report to expect a very capricious 
attention to his duties, and occasionally a scene of violence and 
difficulty. Time went on, however, and he was invariably 
;unctual and industrious. With his pale, bcautiful, and 
intellectual face, as a reminder of what genius was in him, it 
was impossible, of course, not to treat him always with 
deferential courtesy. . . . With a prospect of taking the lead 
in another periodical, he at last voluntarily gave up his 
employment with us.” 

A few weeks before Poe relinquished his laborious and ill 
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paid work on the Zvening Mirror, his marvellous poem of “The 
Raven” was published. The effect was magical. Never before, 
nor, indeed, ever since, has a single short poem produced such 
a great and immediate enthusiasm. It did more to render its 
author famous than all his other writings put together. It 
made him the literary lion of the season ; called into existence 
innumerable parodies ; was translated into various languages, 
and, indeed, created quite a literature of its own. Puve was 
naturally delighted with the success his poem had attained, 
and from time to time read it in his musical manner in public 
halls or at literary receptions. Nevertheless he affected to 
regard it as a work of art only, and wrote his essay entitled 
the ‘Philosophy of Composition,” to prove that it was merely a 
mechanical production made in accordance with certain set rules. 

Although our poet’s reputation was now well established, he 
found it still a difficult matter to live by his pen. Even when 
in good health, he wrote slowly and with fastidious care, and 
when his work was done had great difficulty in getting 
publishers to accept it. Since his death it has been proved 
that many months often elapsed before he could get either his 
most admired poems or tales published. 

Poe left the Hvening Afirror in order to take part if the 
Broadway Journal, whercin he re-issued from time to time nearly 
the whole of his prose and poetry. Ultimately he acquired 
possession of this periodical, but, having no funds to carry it 
on, after a few months of heartbreaking labour he had to 
relinquish it. Exhausted in body and mind, the unfortunate 
man now retreated with his dying wife and her mother to a 
quaint little cottage at Fordham, outside New York Here 
after a time the unfortunate household was reduced to the 
utmost need, not even having wherewith to purchase the 
necessities of life. At this dire moment, some friendly hand, 
much to the indignation and dismay of Poe himself, made an 
appeal to the public on behalf of the hapless family. 

The appeal had the desired effect. Old friends and new 
came to the rescue, and, thanks to them, and especially to 
Mrs. Shew, the “Marie Louise” of Poe’s later poems, his 
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wife’s dying moments were soothed, and the poet’s own 
immediate wants provided for, In January 1846 Virginia 
Poe died ; and for some time after her death the poet remained 
in an apathetic stupor, and, indeed, it may be truly said that 
never again did his mental faculties appear to regain their 
former power. 

For another year or so Poe lived quictly at For tham. 
guarded by the watchful care of Mrs. Clenm,—writing little. 
but thinking out his philosophical prose poem of “ Eureka,’ 
which he deemed the crowning work of his life. His life was 
as abstemious and regular as his means were small. Gradually, 
however, as intercourse with fellow literati re-aroused his 
dormant energies, he began to meditate a fresh start in the 
world. His old and never thoroughly abandoned project. ot 
starting a magazine of his own, for the enunciation of his own 
views on literature, now absorbed all his thoughts. In ordey 
to get the necessary funds for establishing his publication on 
a solid footing, he determined to give a series of lectures in 
various parts of the States. 

lis re-entry into public life only involved him in a series 
of misfortunes. At one time he was engaged to be married 
to Mrs. Whitman, a widow lady of considerable intellectual 
and literary attainments; but, after several incidents of a 
highly romantic character, the match was broken off. In 
1849 Poe revisited the South, and, amid the scenes and friends 
of his early life, passed some not altogether unpleasing time. 
At Itichmond, Virginia, he again met his first love, Elmira, 
now a wealthy widow, and, after a short renewed acquaintance, 
was once more engaged to marry her. But misfortune continued 
to dog his steps. 

A publishing affair recalled him to New York. He left 
Richmond by boat for Baltimore, at which city he arrived on 
the 3rd October, and handed his trunk to a porter to carry to 
the train for Philadelphia. What now happdned has never 
been clearly explained. Previous to starting on his journey, 
Poe had complained of indisposition,—of chilliness and oft 
exhaustion,—and it is not improbable that an increase or con- 
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tinuance of these symptoms had tempted him to drink, or to 
resort to some of those narcotics he is known to have indulged 
in towards the close of his life. Whatever the cause of his 
delay, the consequences were fatal. Whilst in a state of , 
temporary mania or insensibility, he fell into the hands of a 
‘band of ruffians who were scouring the streets in search of 
accomplices or victims. What followed is given on undoubted 
authority. 

His captors carried the unfortunate poet into an electioneer- 
ing den, where they drugged him with whisky, It was election 
day for a member of Congress, and Poe, with other victims, 
was dragged from polling station to station, and forced to 
vote the ticket placed in Ins hand. Incredible as it may 
appear, the superintending officials of those days registered 
the proffered vote, quite regardless of the condition of the 
person personifying a voter. The election over, the dying poet 
was left in the streets to perish, but, being found ere life was 
extinct, he was carried to the Washington University Hospital, 
where he expired on the 7th of October 1849, in the forty-first 
year of his age. 

FEilgar Poe was buried in the family grave of his grandtather, 
General Poe, in the presence of a few friends and relativis. 
On the 17th November 1875 his remains were removed from 
their first resting place, and, in the presence of a large number 
of people, were placed under a marble monument subscribed 
for by some of hig many admirers, His wife’s body has 
ricently been placed by his side. 

The story of that “fitful fever” which constituted the life 
of Edgar Poe leaves upon the reader’s mind the conviction 
that he was, indeed, truly typified by that— 


‘Unhappy master, whom unmerciful disaster 
Followed fast and followed faste: till his songs one burden bore— 
Till the digs of his hope that melancholy burden bore 
Of ‘ Nuvci—neveimore.’” 


" JOUN I. INGRAM. 


POEMS OF LATER LIFE. 


TO 
THE NOBLEST OF TER SEX— 
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“THE DRAMA OF EXILE’— 


TO 


MISS ELIZABETH BARRETT BARRETT, 
OF ENGLAND, 


I DEDICATE THIS VOLUME 


WITH INE MOST ENTHUSIASTIO ADMIRATION AND 
WITH THE MOST SINCERE ESTEEM. 
1845. E. A. P. 


PREFACE. 


THESE trifles are collected and republished chiefly with a view 
to their redemption from the many improvements to which 
they have been subjected while going at random the ‘rounds 
of the press.” I am naturally anxious that what | have 
written should circulate as I wrote it, if it circulate at all. 
In defence of my own taste, nevertheless, it is incumbent upon 
me to say that I think nothing in this volume of much value 
to the public, or very creditable to myself. Lvents not to be 
controlled have prevented me from making, at any time, any 
sericus effort in what, under happier circumstances, would 
have been the field of my choice. With me poetry has been 
not a purpose, but a passion; and the passions should be held 
in reverence: they must not—they cannot at will be excited, 
with an eye to the paltry compensations, or the more paltry 
commendations, of mankind. 
: i. A. P, 


1845. 
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THE RAVEN. 


ONCE upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and 
weary, 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore— 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a 
tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping—rapping at my chamber door. 
“Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber 
door— 
Only this and nothing more.” 


Ah, distinctly I remember, it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow ;—vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost 
Lenore— 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 
Lenore— 
Nameless here for evermore. 


And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 

Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before ; 

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 

“Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door— 

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door ;— 
This it is and nothing more.” 


Presently my soul grew stronger ; hesitating then no longer, 
“Sir,” said J, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore ; 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
And so famtly you came tapping—tapping at my chamber 
door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the 
door :-——- 
Darkness there and nothing more, 
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Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, 
fearing, 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream 
before ; 

But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, 

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, 
“ Lenore !” 

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, 
“Lenore !” 

Merely this and nothing more. 


Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon J heard again a tapping, somewhat louder than before. 
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window 
lattice ; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore— 
Let my heart be still a moment, and this mystery explore ;— 
"Tis the wind and nothing more.” 


Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and 
flutter, 

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore ; 

Not the least obeisance made he; not an instant stopped or 
stayed he ; 

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door— 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door— 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 


Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art 
gure no craven, 

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly 
shore— 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian 
shore !” 

Quoth the Raven, ‘“ Nevermore,” 
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Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so 
plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore ; 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber 
door— 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber 
‘door, 

With such name as “ Nevermore.” 


But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 
Nothing further then he uttered—not a feather then he 
fluttered— 
Till I scarcely more than muttered, ‘“‘ Other friends have flown 
before— 
On the morrow fe will leave me, as my hopes have flown 
before.” 
Then the bird said, ‘ Nevermore.” 


Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
“ Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and 
store, 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden 
bore— 
Till the dirges of his Hope the melancholy burden bore 
Of ‘ Never—nevermore.’” 


But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust 
and door ; 
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore— 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird 
of yore : 
Meant in croaking “ Nevermore.” 
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This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core; 

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er, 

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er, 
She shall press, ah, nevermore ! 


Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an 
unseen censer 

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 

“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels 
he hath sent thee 

Respite—respite and nepenthé from thy memories of Lenore ! 

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthé, and forget this lost Lenore !” 

Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore.” 


“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or 
devil !— 
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here 
ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted— 
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore— 
Is there—is there balm in Gilead !—tell me—tell me, I im- 
plore !” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘“‘ Nevermore.” 


“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or 
devil ! 

By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both 
adore— 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.” 

Quoth the Raven, “‘ Nevermore.” 

Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, 

upstarting— 
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“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian 
shore ! 

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath 
spoken ! 

Leave my loneliness unbroken !—quit the bust above my door ! 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off 
my door!” 

Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore.” 


And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door ; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming, 
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on 
the floor ; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the 
floor 
Shall be hfted—nevermore ! 


Published, 1845, 


THE BELLS 


Tr 


de 


HAR the sledges with the bells— 
Silver bells! 
What a world of merriment their melody forctells ! 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
In the icy air of night! 
While the stars, that oversprinkle 
All the heavens, seem to twinkle 
With a crystalline delight ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells 
From the bells, bells, balls, bells, 
Bells, bells, bells— 
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bell: 


THE BELLS. 


II. 
Hear the mellow wediing bells, 
Golden bells ! 
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells ! 
Through the balmy air of night 
How they ring out their delight ! 
From the molten golden notes, 
And all in tune, 
What a liquid ditty floats © 
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats 
On the moon! 


Oh, from out the sounding cells, 
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells! 
Tlow it swells! 
How it dwells 
On the future! how it tells 
Of the rapture that impels 
To the swinging and the ringing 
Of the bells, bells, bells, 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Bells, bells, bells— 
To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells ! 


III. 
Hear the loud alarum bells— 
Brazen bells ! 
What a tale of terror now their turbulency tells! 
In the startled ear of night 
How they scream out their affright ! 
Too much horrified to speak, 
They can only shriek, shriek, 
Out of tune, 
Tn a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire, 
p a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire 
‘Be Leaping higher, higher, higher, 
With a desperate desire, 
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And a resolute endeavour 
Now—now to sit or never, 
By the side of the pale-faced moon. 
Oh, the bells, bells, bells! 
What a tale their terror tells 
Of Despair ! 
How they clang, and clash, and roar! 
What a horror they outpour 
On the bosom of the palpitating air ! 
Yet the ear it fully knows, 
By the twanging, 
And the clanging, 
How the danger ebbs and flows ; 
Yet the ear distinctly tells, 
In the jangling, 
And the wrangling, 
Tow the danger sinks and swells, 
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells— 
Of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Bells, bells, bells— 


Tn the elamonur and the elancour of the hells! 


TN 


Hear the tolling of the bells— 

Iron bells! 
What a world of solemn thought their monody compels! 
In the silence of the night, 
How we shiver with affright 
At the melancholy menace of their tone ! 

For every sound that floats 

From the rust within their throats 
Is a groan. 

And the people—ah, the people— 

They that dwell up in the steeple, 
All alone, 


THE BELLS. 


And who tolling, tolling, tolling, 
In that muffled monotone, 
Feel a glory in so rolling 
On the human heart a stone— 
They are neither man nor woman— 
They are neither brute nor human— 
They are Ghouls: 
And their king it is who tolls ; 
And he rolls, rolls, rolls, 
Rolls 
A peean from the bells! 
And his merry bosom swells 
With the pxan of the bells! 
And he dances, and he yells ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
To the pxan of the bells— 
Of the bells : 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a soit of Runic rhyme, 
To the throbbing of the bell»— 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 
To the sobbing of the bells ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
As he knells, knells, knells, 
In a happy Runic rhyme, 
To the rolling of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 
To the tolling of the bells, 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Bells, bells, bells— 
To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 


1849. 


1G 


POEMS OF LATER LIFE. 


ULALUME. 


THE skies they were ashen and sober ; 
The leaves they werd crisped and sere— 
The leaves they were withering and sere ; 
It was night in the lonesome October 
Of my most immemorial year ; 
It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 
In the misty mid region of Weir— 
It was down by the dank tarn of Auber, 
In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 


Here once, through an alley Titanic, 
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul— 
Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul. 
These were days when my heart was volcanic 
As the scoriac rivers that roll— 
As the lavas that restlessly roll 
Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek 
In the ultimate climes of the pole— 
That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek 
In the realms of the boreal pole. 


Our talk had been serious and sober, 
But our thoughts they were palsied and sere— 
Our memories were treacherous and sere— 
For we knew not the month was October, 
And we marked not the night of the year— 
(Ah, night of all nights in the year !) 
We noted not the dim lake of Auber— 
(Though once we had journeyed down heie)— 
Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber, 
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 


And now, as the night was senescent 
And star-dials pointed to morn— 
As the snn-dials hinted of morn— 
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At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was born, 

Out of which a miraculous crescent 
Arose with a duplicate horn— 

Astarte’s bediamonded crescent 
Distinct with its duplicate horn. 


And I said—‘ She is warmer than Dian : 
She rolls through an ether of sighs— 
She revels in a region of sighs : 

She has seen that the tears are not dry on 
These cheeks, where the worm never dies, 

And has come past the stars of the Lion 
To point us the path to the skies— 
To the Lethean peace of the skies— 

Come up, in despite of the Lion, 
To shine on us with her bright eyes— 

Come up through the lair of the Lion, 
With love in her luminous eyes.’ 


But Psyche, uplifting her finger, 
Said—“ Sadly this star I mistrust— 
Her pallor I strangely mistrust :-— 

Oh, hasten !—oh, let us not linger! 
Oh, fly !—let us fly !—for we must.” 

In terror she spoke, letting sink her 
Wings till they trailed in the dust— 

In agony sobbed, letting sink her 
Plumes till they trailed in the dust— 
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 


I replied—‘ This is nothing but dreaming: 
Let us on by this tremulous light ! 
Let us bathe in this crystalline light ! 
Its Sibyllic splendour is beaming 
With Hope and in Beauty to-night :— 
See !—it flickers up the sky through the night ! 
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Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming, 
And be sure it will lead us aright— 
We safoly may trust to a gleaming 
That cannot but guide us aright, 
Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.” 


Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her, 
And tempted her out of her gloom— 
And conquered her scruples and gloom ; 
And we passed to the end of a vista, 
But were stopped by the door of a tomb— 
By the door of a legended tomb ; 
And I said—‘ What is written, sweet sister, 
On the door of this legended tomb ?” 
She replied—“ Ulalume—U lalume— 
"Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!” 


Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 
As the leaves that were crisped and sere— 
As the leaves that were withering and sere ; 
And I cried—“ It was surely October 
On this very night of last year 
That I journeyed—I journeyed down here— 
That I brought a dread burden down here! 
On this night of all nights in the year, 
Ah, what demon has tempted me here ? 
Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber— 
This misty mid region of Weir— 
Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber,— 
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.” 
1847. 


TO HELEN. 


I sAw thee once—once only—years ago: 

I must not say how many—but pot many. 

It was a July midnight; and from out 

A. full-orbed moon, that, like thine own soul, soaring, 
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Sought a precipitate pathway up through heaven, 
There fell a silvery-silken veil of light, 

With quietude, and sultriness and slumber, 
Upon the upturn’d faces of a thousand 

Roses that grew in an enchanted garden, 

Where no wind dared to stir, unless on tiptoe— 
Fell on the upturn’d faces of these roses 

That gave out, in return for the love-light, 
Their odorous souls in an ecstatic death— 

Fell on the upturn’d faces of these roses 

That smiled and died in this parterre, enchanted 
By thee, and by the poetry of thy presence. 


Clad all in white, upon a violet bank 

I saw thee half-reclining ; while the moon 
Fell on the upturn’d faces of the roses, 

And on thine own, upturn’d—alas, in sorrow ! 


Was it not Fate, that, on this July midnight— 
Was it not Fate (whose name is also Sorrow), 
That bade me pause before that garden-gate, 

To breathe the incense of those slumbering roses ? 
No footstep stirred : the hated world all slept, 
Save only thee and me—(O Heaven !—O God! 
How my heart beats in coupling those two words !)— 
Save only thee and me. I paused—I looked— 
And in an instant all things disappeared. 

(Ah, bear in mind this garden was enchanted !) 
The pearly lustre of the moon went out: 

The mossy banks and the meandering paths, 

The happy flowers and the repining trees, 

Were seen no more: the very roses’ odours 

Died in the arms of the adoring airs. 

All—all expired save thee—save less than thou: 
Save only the divine light in thine eyes— 

Save but the soul in thine uplifted eyes. 

I saw but them—they were the world to me. 
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I saw but them—saw only them for hours— 
Saw only them until the moon went down. 

What wild heart-histories seemed to lie enwritten 
Upon those crystalline, celestial spheres ! 

How dark a woe! yet how sublime a hope! 

How silently serene a sea of pride! 

How daring an ambition! yet how deep-— 

How fathomless a capacity for love ! 


But now, at length, dear Dian sank from sight, 
Into a western couch of thunder-cloud ; 
And thou, a ghost, amid the entombing trees 
Didst glide away. Only thine eyes remaineu. 
They would not go—they never yet have gone. 
Lighting my lonely pathway home that night, 
They have not left me (as my hopes have) since. 
They follow me—they lead me through the years, 
They are my ministers—yet I their slave. 
Their office is to illumine and enkindle— 
My duty, fo be saved by their bright light, 
And purified in their electric fire, 
And sanctified in their elysian fire. 
They fill my soul with Beauty (which is Hope), 
And are far up in Heaven—the stars I kneel to 
In the sad, silent watches of my night ; 
While even in the meridian glare of day 
I see them still—two sweetly scintillant 
Venuses, unextinguished by the sun! 

1848, 


ANNABEL LEE. 


Ir was many and many a year ago, 
In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 
By the name of ANNABEL LEE; 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 
Than to love and be loved by me. 
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pa cnild and she was a child, 

fIn this kingdom by the sea: 

‘we loved with a love that was more than love— 
f I and my ANNABEL LEE; 

th a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 

* Coveted her and me. 








Te nat, 


fd this was the reason that, long ago, 
In this kingdom by the sea, 
wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 
J My beautiful ANNABEL LEE, 
Bo that her highborn kinsmen came 
, And bore her away from me, 
@'o shut her up in a sepulchre 
— In this kingdom by the sea. 





fhe angels, not half so happy in heaven, 
Went envying her and me— 
Yes !—that was the reason (as all men know, 
In this kingdom by the sea) 
That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 
Chilling and killing my ANNABEL LEE. 
But onr love it was stronger by far than the love 
Of those who wore older than we— 
Of many far wiser than we— 
And neither the angels in heaven above, 
Nor the demons down under the sea, 
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE. 


For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE ; 

And the stars never rise but I see the bright eyes 
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE ; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 

Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride, 
In her sepulchre there by the sea— 
In her fomb by the side of the sea. 

1849, 
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A VALENTINE. 


Sor her this rhyme is penned, whose luminous eyes, 
Brightly expressive as the twins of Leda, 
Shall find her own sweet name, that, nestling lies 
Upon the page, enwrapped from every reader. 
Search narrowly the lines !—they hold a treasure 
Divine—a talisman—an amulet 
That must be worn at heart. Search well the measure— 
The wordg—the syllables! Do not forget 
The trivialest point, or you may lose your labour ! 
And yet there is in this no Gordian knot 
Which one might not undo without a sabre, 
If one could merely comprehend the plot. 
Enwritten upon the leaf where now are peering 
Eyes scintillating soul, there lie perdus 
Three eloquent words oft uttered in the hearing 
Of poets by poetg—as the name is a poet’s, too. 
Its letters, although naturally lying 
Like the knight Pints—Mendez Ferdinando— 
Still form a synonym for Truth—Cease trying ! 


You will not read the ridvle, though you do the best you 


can do. 
1846. 


[To discover the names in this and the following poem, read the first 
letter of the first line in connection with the second letter of the second 
line, the third letter of the third line, the fourth, of the fourth and so or 


to the end. J 


AN ENIGMA. 


‘Seldom we find,” says Solomon Don Dunce, 
“ Half an idea in the profoundest sonnet. 

Through all the flimsy things we see at once 
As easily as through a Naples bonnet— 
Trash of all trash !—how can a lady don it ? 
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Yet heavier far than your Petrarchan stuff— 
'Owl-downy nonsense that the faintest puff 
Twirls into trunk-paper the while you con it.” 
And, veritably, Sol is right enough. 
The general tuckermanities are arrant 
Bubbles—ephemeral and so transparent— 
But this is, nof——you may depend upon it— 
Stable, opaque, immortal—all by dint 
Of the dear nameg that lie concealed within’t. 


[See previous page. ] 
1847. 


TO MY MOTIER. 


'ECAUSE I fecl that, in the Heavens above, 
The angels, whispering to one another, 
Can find, among their burning terms of love, 
None so devotional as that of “ Mother,” 
Therefore by that dear name I long have called you— 
You who are more than mother unto me, 
And fill my heart of hearts, where Death installed you, 
In setting my Virginia’s spirit free. 
My mother—my own mother, who died early, 
Was but the mother of myself; but you 
Are mother to the one I loved so dearly, 
And thus are dearer than the mother I knew 
By that infinity with which my wife 
Was dearer to my soul than its soul-life. 
1849. 
[The above was addressed to the poct’s mother-in-law, Mrs Clemm.—Ep.{ 


FOR ANNIE. 


THANK Heaven ! the crisis— 
The danger is past, 

And the lingering illness 
Is over at last— 

And the fever called “ Living ” 


Is conquered at last. 
B 
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Sadly, I know, 

I am shorn of my strength, 
And no muscle I move 

As I lie at full length— 
But no matter |—I feel 

I am better at length. 


And I rest so composedly, 
Now in my bed, 

That any beholder 
Might fancy me dead— 

Might start at beholding me, 
Thinking me dead. 


The moaning and groaning, 
The sighing and sobbing, 
Are quieted now, 
With that horrible throbbin 
At heart :—ah, that horrible, 
Horrible throbbing ! 


The sickness—the nausea— 
The pitiless pain— 

Have ceased, with the fever 
That maddened my brain— 
With the fever called “ Living ” 

That burned in my brain. 


And oh ! of all tortures 
That torture the worst 
Has abated—the terrible 
Torture of thirst, 
For the naphthaline river 
Of Passion accurgt :— 
I have drank of a water 
That quenches all thirst :-— 
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Of a water that fiows, 
With a lullaby sound, 

From a spring but a very few 
Feet under ground— 

From a cavern not very far 
Down under ground. 


And ah! let it never 
Be foolishly said 

That my room it is gloony 
And narrow my bed— 

For man never slept 
In a different bed ; 

And, to sleep, you must slumber 
In just such a bed. 


My tantalised spirit 
Here blandly reposes, 
Forgetting, or never 
Regretting its roses— 
Its old agitations 
Of myrtles and roses : 


For now, while so quietly 
Lying, it fancies 

A. holier odour 
About it, of pansies— 

A rosemary odour, 
Commingled with pansies— 

With rue and the beautiful 
Puritan pansies, 


And so it lies happily, 
Bathing in many 
A dream of the truth 
And the beauty of Annie— 
Drowned in a bath 
Of the tresses of Annie. 
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She tenderly kissed me, 

She fondly caressed, 
And then I fell gently 

To sleep on her breast— 
Deeply to sleep 

From the heaven of her breast. 


When the light was extinguished 
She covered me warm, 

And she prayed to the angels 
To keep me from harm— 

To the queen of the angels 
To shield me from harm. 


And I lie so composedly, 
Now in my bed, 
(Knowing her love) 
That you fancy me dead— 
And I rest so contentedly, 
Now in my bed, 

(With her love at my breast) 
That you fancy me dead— 
That you shudder to look at me, 

Thinking me dead. 


But my heart it is brighter 
Than all of the many 
Stars in the sky, 
For it sparkles with Annie— 
It glows with the light 
Of the love of my Annie— 
With the thought of the light 
Of the eyes of my Annie. 


TO FRANCES &. OSGOOD. 21 
TO F 


BELOVED ! amid the earnest woes 

That crowd around my earthly path— 
(Drear path, alas! where grows 
Not even one lonely rose)— 

My soul at least a solace hath 
In dreams of thee, and therein knows 
An Eden of bland repose. 





And thus thy memory is to me 
Like some enchanted far-off isle 
In some tumultuous sea— 
Some ocean throbbing far and free 
With storm—but where meanwhile 
Serenest skies continually 


Just o’er that one bright island smile, 
1845, 


TO FRANCES 8. OSGOOD. 


TuHovu wouldst be loved ?—then let thy heart 
From its present pathway part not ; 

Being everything which now thou art, 
Be nothing which thou art not. 

So with the world thy gentle ways, 
Thy grace, thy more than beauty, 

Shall be an endless theme of praise, 


And love a simple duty. 
1845, 


ELDORADO. 


GAILY bedight, 
A gallant knight, 

In sunshine and in shadow, 
Had journeyed long, 
Singing a song, 

In search of Eldorado. 
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But he grew old— 

This knight so bold— 
And o’er his heart a shadow 

Fell as he found 

No spot of ground 
That looked like Eldorado, 


And, as his strength 

Failed him at length, 
He met a pilgrim shadow— 

‘‘ Shadow,” said he, 

‘‘ Where can it be— 
This land of Eldorado ?” 


‘Over the Mountains 
Of the Moon, 
Down the Valley of the Shadow, 
Ride, boldly ride,” 
The shade replied, 
; “Tf you seek for Eldorado ! ” 
1849. 


EULALIE, 


I DWELT alone 
In a world of moan, 
And my soul was a stagnant tide, 
Till the fair and gentle Eulalie became my h!- 
Till the yellow-haired young Eulalie du— 
bride. smiling 
Ah, less—less bright { 
The stars of the night ; 
Than the eyes of the radiant gir 
And never a flake 
That the vapour can make 
With the moon-tints of purple and pearl, 


Mon vie with the modest Eulalie’s most unregarded — 
7 T-talie’s most hle and 
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Now Doubt—now Pain 
Come never again, 
For her soul gives me sigh for sigh, 
And all day long 
Shines, bright and strong, 
Astarté within the sky, 
While evér to her dear Eulalie upturns her matron eye— 
While ever to her young Eulalie upturns her violet eye 
1845. 


A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM. 


TAKE this kiss upon the brow ! 
And, in parting from you now, 
Thus much let me avow— 
You are not wrong, who deem 
That my days have been a dream: 
Yet if hope has flown away 

In a night, or in a day, 

In a vision, or in none, 

Is it therefore the less gone? 
All that we see or seem 

Is but a dream within a dream, 


I stand amid the roar 

Of a surf-tormented shore, 
And I hold within my hand 
Grains of the golden sand— 
How few ! yet how they creep 
Through my fingers to the deep, 
While I weep—while I weep! 
O God! can I not grasp 
Them with a tighter clasp? 

O God! can I not save 

One from the pitiless wave ? 
Is ali that we see or seem 

Runt a dream withim a dream t 
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TO MARIE LOUISE (SHEW). 


OF all who hail thy presence as the morning— 
Of all to whom thine absence is the night— 
The blotting utterly from out high heaven 
The sacred sun—of all who, weeping, bless thee 
Hourly for hope—for life—ah, above all, 
For the resurrection of deep buried faith 
In truth, in virtue, in humanity— 
Of all who, on despair’s unhallowed bed 
Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen 
At thy soft-murmured words, ‘ Let there be light !” 
At thy soft-murmured words that were fulfilled 
In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes— 
Of all who owe thee most, whose gratitude 
Nearest resembles worship,—oh, rémember 
The truest, the most fervently devoted, 
And think that these weak lines are written by him— 
By him who, as he pens them, thrills to think 
His spirit is communing with an angel’s. 
1847, 


TO MARIE LOUISE (SHEW). 


Not long ago, the writer of these lines, 

In the mad pride of intellectuality, 

Maintained ‘the power of words ”—denied that ever 
A thought arose within the human brain 

Beyond the utterance of the human tongue: 

And now, as if in mockery of that boast, 

Two words—two foreign soft dissyllables— 

Italian tones, made only to be murmured 

By angels dreaming in the moonlit “dew 

That hangs like chains of pearl on Hermon hill,”— 
Have stirred from out the abysses of his heart, 
Unthought-like thoughts that are the souls of thought, 
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Richer, far wilder, far diviner visions 
Than even the seraph harper, Israfel, 
(Who has “the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures,”) 
Could hope to utter. And I! my spells are broken. 
The pen falls powerless from my shivering hand. 
With thy dear name as text, though bidden by thee, 
I cannot write—I cannot speak or think— 
Alas, I cannot feel; for ’tis not feeling, 
This standing motionless upon the golden 
Threshold of the wide-open gate of dreams, 
Gazing, entranced, adown the gorgeous vista, 
And thrilling as I see, upon the right, 
Upon the left, and all the way along, 
Amid empurpled vapours, far away 
To where the prospect terminates—thee only / 

1848. 


omer 


THE CITY IN THE SEA. 


Lo! Death has reared himself a throne 
In a strange city lying alone 

Far down within the dim West, 
Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best 
Have gone to their eternal rest. 

There shrines and palaces and towers 
(Time-eaten towers that tremble not ') 
Resemble nothing that is ours. 
Around, by lifting winds forgot, 
Resignedly beneath the sky 

The melancholy waters he. 


No rays from the holy Heaven come down 
On the long night-time of that town ; 

But light from out the lurid sea 

Streams up the turrets silently— 

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free— 
Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls— 
Up fanes—up Babylon-like walls— 
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Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers 

Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers— 
Up many and many a marvellous shrine 
Whose wreathed friezes intertwine 

The viol, the violet, and the vine. 


Resignedly beneath the sky 

The melancholy waters he. 

So blend the turrets and shadows there 
That all seem pendulous in air, 

While from a proud tower in the town 
Death looks gigantically down. 


There open fanes and gaping graves 
Yawn level with the luminous waves ; 
But not the riches there that he 

In each idol’s diamond eye— 

Not the gaily-jewelled dead 

Tempt the waters from their bed ; 
For no ripples curl, alas! 

Along that wilderness of glass— 

No swellings tell that winds may be 
Upon some far-off happier sea— 

No heavings hint that winds have been 
On seas less hideously serene. 


But lo, a stir is in the air! 

The wave—there is a movement there ! 
As if the towers had thrust aside, 

In slightly sinking, the dull tide— 

As if their tops had feebly given 

A void within the filmy Heaven. 

The waves have now a redder glow— 
The hours are breathing faint and low— 
And when, amid no earthly moans, 
Down, down that town shall settle hence, 
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones, 
Shall do it reverence, 
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THE SLEEPER. 


AT midnight, in the month of June, 

I stand beneath the mystic moon. 

An opiate vapour, dewy, dim, 
Exhales from out her golden rim, 
And, softly dripping, drop by drop, 
Upon the quiet mountain top, 

Steals drowsily and musically 

Into the universal valley. 

The rosemary nods upon the grave ; 
The lily lolls upon the wave ; 
Wrapping the fog about its breast, 
The ruin moulders into rest ; 
Looking like Lethe, see! the lake 

A. conscious slumber seems to take, 
And would not, for the world, awake. 
All Beauty sleeps !—and lo! where lies 
(Her casement open to the skies) 
Irene, with her Destinies ! 


Oh, lady bright! can it be right— 

This window open to the night? 

The wanton airs, from the tree-top, 
Laughingly through the lattice drop— 
The bodiless airs, a wizard rout, 

Flit through thy chamber in and out, 
And wave the curtain canopy 

So fitfully—so fearfully— 

Above the closed and fringed lid 

’Neath which thy slumb’ring soul lies hid, 
That, o’er the floor and down the wall, 
Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall ! 
Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear 3 

Why and what art thou dreaming here ? 
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Sure thou art come o’er far-off seas, 

A wonder to these garden trees ! 

Strange is thy pallor! strange thy dress! 
Strange, above all, thy length of tress, 
And this all-solemn silentness ! 


The lady sleeps! Oh, may her sleep, 
Which is enduring, so be deep! 

Heaven have her in its sacred keep ! 
This chamber changed for one more holy, 
This bed for one more melancholy, 

I pray to God that she may lie 

For ever with unopened eye, 

While the dim sheeted ghosts go by! 


My love, she sleeps! Oh, may her sleep, 
As it is lasting, so be deep ; 

Soft may the worms about her creep! 
Far in the forest, dim and old, 

For her may some tall vault unfold— 
Some vault that oft hath flung its black 
And winged panels fluttering back, 
Triumphant, o’er the crested palls, 

Of her grand family funerals— 

Some sepulchre, remote, alone, 

Against whose portal she hath thrown, 
In childhood many an idle stone— 

Some tomb from out whose sounding door 
She ne’er shall force an echo more, 
Thrilling to think, poor child of sin! 

It was the dead who groaned within. 


1845. 


BRIDAL BALLAD, 


BRIDAL BALLAD. 


THE ring is on my hand, 

And the wreath is on my brow ; 
Satins and jewels grand 
Are all at my command, 

And I am happy now. 


And my lord he loves me well ; 
But, when first he breathed his vov 
I felt my bosom swell— 
For the words rang as a knell, 
And the voice seemed fis who fell 
In the battle down the dell, 
And who is happy now. 


But he spoke to reassure me, 
And he kissed my pallid brow, 
While a reverie came o’er me, 
And to the churchyard bore me, 
And I sighed to him before me, 
Thinking him dead D’Elormie, 
“Oh, I am happy now !” 


And thus the words were spoken, 
And thus the plighted vow, 
And, though my faith be broken, 
And, though my heart be broken, 

Behold the golden token 
That proves me happy now ! 


Would to God I could awaken! 
For 1 dream I know not how, 

And my soul is sorely shaken 

Lest an evil step be taken,— 

Lest the dead who is forsaken 
May not be happy now. 
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NOTES. 


1. ‘The Raven” was first published on the 29th January 1845, in the 
New York Evening Mirror—a paper its author was then assistant editor 
of. It was prefaced by the following words, understood to have been 
written by N. P. Willis:—‘' We are permitted to copy (in advance of 
publication) from the second number of the American Review, the follow- 
ing remarkable poem by Edgar Poe. In our opinion, it is the most 
etfective single example of ‘fugitive poetry’ ever published in this country, 
and unsurpassed in English poetry for subtle conception, masterly in- 
genuity of versification, and consistent sustaining of imaginative lift and 
‘pokerishness.’ It is one of those ‘dainties bred in a book’ which we 
feed on. It will stick to the memory of everybody who reads it.” In 
the February number of the American Review the poem was published as 
by “Quarles,” and it was introduced by the following note, evidently 
suggested if not written by Poe himsclf, 

[‘‘ The following lmes from a correspondent—besides the deep, quaint 
strain of the sentiment, and the curious introduction of some ludicrous 
touches amidst the serious and imptessive, as was doubtless intended by 
the author—appears to us one of the most felicitous specimens of unique 
rhyming which has for some time met our eye. The resources of English 
rhythm for varieties of melody, measure, and sound, producing corre- 
sponding diversities of effect, have been thoroughly studied, much more 
perceived, by very few poets in the language. While the classic tongues, 
especially the Greek, possess, by power of accent, several advantages for 
versification over our own, chiefly through greater abundance of spondaic 
feet, we have other and very great advantages of sound by the modern 
usage of rhyme. Alliteration is nearly the only effect of that kind which 
the ancients had in common with us. It will be seen that much of the 
melody of ‘The Raven’ arises from alliteration, and the studious use of 
similar sounds in unusual places. In regard to its measure, it may be 
noted that if all the verses were like the second, they might properly be 
placed merely in short lines, producing a not uncommon form; but the 
presence in all the others of one line—mostly the second in the verse ” 
(stanza ?)—‘‘ which flows continuously, with only an aspirate pause in 
the middle, like that before the short line in the Sapphic Adonic, while 
the fifth has at the middle pause no similarity of sound with any part 
beside, gives the versification an entirely different effect. We could 
wish the capacities of our noble language in prosody were better 
understood.”—-Ep. Am. Rev, ] 

2. The bibliographical history of ‘‘ The Bells” is curious. The subject, 
and some lines of the original version, having been suggested by the poet’s 
friend, Mrs, Shew, Poe, when he wrote qut the first draft of the poem, 
headed it, ‘‘The Bells, By Mrs. M. A. Shew.” This draft, now the 
editor’s property, consists of only seventeen lines, and reads thus :— 
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I. 


The bells !—ah, the bells ! 
The little silver bells ! 
How fairy-like a melody there floats 
From their throats— 
From their merry little throats — 
From the silver, tinkling throats 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 
Of the bells ! 


It, 


The bells !~ ah, the bells! 
The heavy iron bells! 
How horrible a monody there floats 

From their throats-— 
From their deep-toned th1oats— 
From their melancholy throats | 
How I shudder at the notes 

Of the bells, bells, bells— 

Of the bells ! 


In the autumn of 1848 Poe added another line to this poem, and sent 
it to the editor of the Union Magazine. It was not published. So, in 
the following February, the poet forwarded to the same periodical a much 
enlarged and altered transcmpt. Three months having elapsed without 
publication, another revision of the poem, similar to the current version, 
was sent, and in the following Octobe: was published in the Union 


8. This poem was first published in Colton’s American Review for 
December 1847, as ‘‘ To —-—- ——- Ulalume: a Ballad.” Being reprinted 
immediately in the Home Journal, it was copied into various publications 
with the name of the editor, N. P, Willis, appended, and was ascribed to 
him. When first published, it contained the following additional stanza 
which Poe subsequently, at the suggestion of Mrs. Whitman, wisely 
suppressed :— 

Said we then—the two, then—‘‘ Ah, can it 
Have been that the woodlandish ghouls— 
The pitiful, the merciful ghouls— 
To bar up our path and to ban it 
From the secret that lies in these wolds— 
Had drawn up the spectre of a planet 
From the limbo of lunary souls— 
This sinfally scintillant planet 
From the Hell of the planetary souls?” 
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4, “To Helen” (Mrs, 8. Helen Whitman) was not publshed until 
November 1848, although written soveral months earlier. It first appeared 
in the Unien Magazine, and with the omission, contrary to the knowledge 
or desire of Poe, of the line, “Oh, God! oh, Heayon—how my heart 
beats in coupling those two words.” 

5. ‘‘ Annabel Lee” was written early in 1849, and is evidently an 
expression of the poet’s undying love for his deceased bride, although at 
least one of his lady admirers deemed it a response to her admiration. 
Poe sent a copy of the ballad to the Union Magazine, in which publication 
it appeared in January 1850, three months after the author’s death. 
Whilst suffering from ‘hope deferred” as to its fate, Poe presented a 
copy of ‘* Annabel Lee” to the editor of the Southern Literary Messenger, 
who published it in the November number of his periodical, a month after 
Poe’s death. In the meantime the poet’s own copy, left among his papers, 
passed into the hands of the person engaged to edit his works, and he 
quoted the poem in an obituary of Poc, in the New York Tribune, before 
any one else had an opportunity of publishing it. 

6. ‘‘A Valentine,” one of three poems addressed to Mrs. Osgood, 
appears to have been written early in 1846, 

7. **An Enigma,” addressed to Mrs, Sarah Anna Lewis (‘‘Stella’’), was 
sent to that lady in a letter, in November 1847, and the following March 
appeared in Sartain’s Union Magazine. 

8. The sonnet, ‘‘To My Mother” (Maria Clemm), was sent for publica- 
tion to the short-lived Flag of our Union, early in 1849, but does not 
appear to have been issued until after its author’s death, when it appeared 
in the Leaflets of Memory for 1850. 

9. ‘For Annie” was first published in the Flag of our Union, in the 
spring of 1849. Poe, annoyed at some misprints in this issue, shortly 
afterwards caused a corrected copy to be inserted in the Home Journal, 

10. ‘To F——” (Frances Sargeant Osgood) appeared in the Broadway 
Journal for April 1845. These lines are but slightly varied from those 
inscribed ‘‘To Mary,” in the Southern Literary Messenger for July 1835, 
and subsequently republished, with the two stanzas transposed, in 
Graham's Magazine for March 1842, as ‘‘To One Departed.” 

11. ‘*To F—s 8S. O—d,”’ a portion of the poet’s triune tribute to Mrs, 
Osgood, was published in the Broadway Journal for September 1845, 
The earliest version of these lines appeared in the Southern Lnterary 
Messenger for September 1835, as ‘‘ Lines written in an Album,” and was 
addressed to Eliza White, the proprietor’s daughter. Slightly revised, the 
poem reappeared in Burton’s Gentleman's Magazine for August 1839, as 
té To oleate ” 

12, Although ‘‘ Eldorado” was published during Poe’s lifetime, in 
1849, in the Flag of our Union, it does‘hot appear to have ever received 
the autho1’s finishing touches, 
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18. ‘‘Eulalie—a Song ” first appears in Colton’s American Review for 
July 1845. 

14. ‘‘A Dream within a Dream ” does not appear to have been published 
as a separate poem during its author’s lifetime. A portion of it was 
contained, in 1829, in the piece beginning, ‘‘Should my early life seem,” 
and in 1831 some few lines of it were used as a conclusion to ‘‘ Tamerlane.” 
In 1849 the poet sent a friend all but the first nine lines of the picce as a 
separate poem, headed ‘‘ For Annie.” 

15. ““ToM L——S8 , addressed to Mrs. Maric Louise Shew, was 
written in February 1847, and published shortly afterwards. In the first 
posthumous collection of Poe’s poems these lines were, for some reason, 
included in the ‘‘ Poems written in Youth,” and amongst those pocins 
they have hitherto been included. 

16. ‘*To »’ a second piece addressed to Mrs. Shew, and 
written in 1848, was also first published, but in a somewhat faulty form, 
in the above-named posthumous collection, 

17. Under the title of ‘‘ The Doomed City ” the initial version of ‘‘The 
City in the Sea” appeared in the 1831 volume of Poems by Poe: it 
reappeared as ‘‘The City of Sin,” in the Southern Literary Messenger for 
August 1835, whilst the present draft of it first appeared in Colton’s 
American Review for April 1845. 

18. As ‘‘ Irene,” the earliest known version of ‘f The Sleeper,” appearec 
in the 1831 volume. It reappeared in the Literary Messenger for May 
1836, and, in its present form, in the Broadway Journal for May 1845. 

19. **The Bridal Ballad”’ is first discoverable in the Southern Literary 
Messenger for January 1837, and, in its present compressed and revised 
form, was reprinted in the Broaduay Journal for August 1845. 
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LENORE, 


AX, broken is the golden bowl! the spirit flown for ever! 

Let the bell toll '—a saintly soul floats on the Stygian riser. 
And, Guy de Vere, hast thow no tear’_—weep now or never 

more | 

See! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lenore! 
Come! let the burial rite be read—the funcral song be sung !— 
An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young— 
A dirge for her, the doubly dead in that she died so young. 


“Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and hated her for 
her pride, 

And when she fell in feeble health, ye blessed her—that she 
died ! 

How shall the ritual, then, be read !—the requiem how be sung 

By you—by yours, the evil eye,—by yours, the slanderous tongue 

That did to death the mnocence that died, and died so young ?” 


Percaunus, but rave not thus! and let a Sabbath song 

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel no wrong ! 

The sweet Lenore hath “gone before,” with Hope, that flew 
beside, 

Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been 
thy bride— 

Yor her, the fair and ddébonnaire, that now so lowly lies, 

The life upon her yellow hair but not within her eyes— 

The life still there, upon her hair—the death upon hei eyes. 


» Avaunt! to-night my heart is lixht. No dirge will I upraise, 
But waft the angel on her flight with a pecan of old days! 
a4 
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Let no bell toll '/—lest her sweet soul, amid its hallowed mith, 
Should catch the note, as it doth float up from the damned Eaith 
To friends above, from fiends below, the indignant ghost 1s 
Tiven— 
From Hell unto a high estate far up within the NTeavcn— 
From grief and groan to a golden throne beside the King of 
Heaven.” 
1844, 
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TO ONE IN PARADISE. 


Trou wast that all to me, love, 
For which my soul did pine— 

A. green isle in the sea, love, 
A fountain and a shrine, 

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers, 
And all the flowers were mine. 


Ah, dream too bright to last ! 
Ah, starry Hope! that didst arise 
But to be overcast ! 
A voice from out the Future cries, 
“On! on! ”—but o’er the Past 
(Dim gulf') my spirit hovering lies 
Mute, motionless, aghast! 
Vor, alas! alas! with me 
The light of Life is o’er! 
‘No more—no more—no more ”— 
(Such language holds the solemn sca 
To the sands upon the shore) 
Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree, 
Or the stricken eagle soar! 


And all my days are trances, 
And all my nightly dreams 
Aze where thy dark eye glances, 
And where thy footstep gleams— 
In what ethereal dartces, 
DBy what eternal streams ! 
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Alas! for that accursed time 
They bore thee o’er the billow, 
From love to titled age and crime, 
And an unholy pillow !— 
From me, and from our misty clime, 
Where weeps the silver willow ! 
1835. 


THE COLISEUM. 


-TYPE of the antique Rome! Rich reliquary 
Of lofty contemplation left to Time 

By buried centuries of pomp and power ! 

At length—at length—after so many days 

Of weary pilgrimage and burning thirst, 
(Thirst for the springs of lore that in thee lie,) 
I kneel, an altered and an humble man, 

Amid thy shadows, and so drink within 

My very soul thy grandeur, gloom, and glory ! 


Vastness! and Age! and Memories of Eld ! 
Silence! and Desolation! and dim Night! 

I feel ye now—I feel ye in your strength— 
O spells more sure than e’er Judean king 
Taught in the gardens of Gethsemane! 

O charms more potent than the rapt Chaldee 
Ever drew down from out the quiet stars! 


Here, where a hero fell, a column falls! 

Here, where the mimic eagle glared in gold, 

A midnight vigil holds the swarthy bat! 

Here, where the dames of Rome their gilded hair 
Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and thistle ! 
Here, where on golden throne the monarch lolled, 
Glides, spectre-like, unto his marble home, 

Lit by the wan light of the*horned moon, 

The swift and silent lizard of the stones ! 
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But stay ! these walls—these ivy-clad arcades— 

These mouldering plinths—these sad and blackened shafts— 
These vague entablatures—this crumbling frieze — 

These shattered cornices—this wreck—this ruin— 

These stones—alas ! these grey stones—are they all— 

All of the famed, and the colossal left 

By the corrosive Hours te Fate and me ? 


“ Not all”—the Echoes answer me—“ not all ! 

“ Prophetic sounds and loud, arise for ever 

“From us, and from all Ruin, unto the wise, 

‘¢ As melody from Memnon to the Sun. 

“We rule the hearts of mightiest men—we rule 

‘With a despotic sway all giant minds. 

“We are not impotent—we pallid stones. 

“ Not all our power is gone—not all our fame— 

‘Not all the magic of our high renown— 

“Not all the wonder that encircles us— 

“ Not all the mysteries that in us lie— 

“ Not all the memories that hang upon 

“ And cling around about us as a garment, 

‘Clothing us in a robe of more than glory.” 
1833. 


THE HAUNTED PALACE. 


In the greenest of our valleys 
By good angels tenanted, 

Once a fair and stately palace— 
Radiant palace—reared its head. 

In the monarch Thought’s dominion— 
It stood there! 

Never seraph spread a pinion 
Over fabric half so fair ! 


Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 
On its roof did float and flow, 
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(This—all this—was in the olden 
Time long ago), 

And every gentle air that dallied, 
In that sweet day, 

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 
A. winged odour went away. 


Wanderers in that happy valley, 
Through two luminous windows, saw 
Spuits moving musically, 
To a lute’s well-tuned law, 
Round about a throne where, sitting 
(Porphyrogene !) 
In state his glory well befitting, 
The ruler of the realm was seen 


And all with pearl and ruby glowing 
Was the fair palace door, 
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing, 
And sparkling evermore, 
A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty 
Was but to sing, 
In voices of surpassing beau‘y, 
The wit and wisdom of their king. 


But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 
Assailed the monarch’s high estate. 
(Ah, let us mourn '—for never morrow 
Shall dawn upon him desolate ') 
And round about his home the glory 

That blushed and bloomed, 
Is but a dim-remembered story 
Of the old time entombed. 


And travellers, now, within that valley, 
Through the red-litten windows see 
Vast forms, that move fantastically 
To a discordant melody, 
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While, like a ghastly rapid river, 
Through the pale door 
A hideous throng rush out for evir 
And laugh—but smile no more. 
1838. 


THE CONQUEROR WORM. 


Lo! ’tis a gala night 
Within the lonesome latter years | 
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight 
In veils, and drowned 1m tears, 
Sit in a theatre, to see 
A play of hopes and fears, 
Whule the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres, 


Mimes, in the form of God on high, 
Mutter and mumble low, 
And hither and thither fly— 
Mere puppets they, who come and go 
At bidding of vast formless things 
That shift the scenery to and fro, 
Flapping from out their Condor wings 
Invisible Wo! 


That motley diama-—oh, be sure 
It shall not be forgot ! 

With its Phantom chased for evermore, 
By a crowd that seize 16 not, 

Thiough a citcle that ever returneth in 
To the self-same spot, 

And much of Madness, and more of Sin, 
And Horror the soul of the plot. 
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But sec, amid the mimic rout 
A crawling shape intrude! 

A blood-red thing that writhes from out 
The scenic solitude ! 

It writhes !—it writhes !—with mortal pangs 
The mimes become its food, 

And the angels sob at vermin fangs 
In human gore imbued. 


Out—out are the lights—out all! 
And, over each quivering form, 
The curtain, a funeral pall, 
Comes down with the rush of a storm, 
And the angels, all pallid and wan, 
Uprising, unveiling, affirm 
That the play is the tragedy, “ Man,” 
And its hero the Conqueror Worm. 
1838, 


SILENCE. 


THERE are some qualities—some incorporate things, 
That have a double life, which thus is made 
A type of that twin entity which springs 
From matter and light, evinced in solid and shade. 
There is a two-fold Silence—sea and shore— 
Body and soul. One dwells in lonely places, 
Newly with grass o’ergrown ; some solemn graces, 
Some human memories and tearful lore, 
Render him terrorless: his name’s ‘‘ No More.” 
He is the corporate Silence: dread him not! 
No power hath he of evil in himself ; 
But should some urgent fate (untimely lot !) 
Bring thee to meet lis shadow (nameless elf, 
That haunteth the lone regions where hath trod 
No foot of man), commend thyself to God! 
1840. 
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DREAMLAND. 


By a route obscure and lonely, 
Haunted by ill angels only, 
Where an Eidolon, named Nicurt, 
On a black throne reigns upright, 
I have reached these lands but newly 
From an ultimate dim Thule— 

From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime, 

Out of SPACE—out of TIME. 


Bottomless vales and boundless floods, 
And chasms, and caves, and Titan wovuds, 
With forms that no man can discover 
For the dews that drip all over ; 
Mountains toppling evermore 

Into seas without a shore; 

Seas that restlessly aspire, 

Surging, unto skies of fire ; 

Lakes that endlessly outspread 

Their lone waters—lone and dead, 
Their still waters—still and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily. 


By the lakes that thus outspread 
Their lone waters, lone and dead,— 
Their sad waters, sad and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily,— 
By the mountains—near the river 
Murmuring lowly, murmuring ever,— 
By the grey woods,—by the swamp 
Where the toad and the newt encamp,— 
By the dismal tarns and pools 

Where dwell the Ghouls,— 
By each spot the most unholy— 
In each nook most melancholy,— 
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There the traveller meets aghast 
Sheeted Memories of the Past— 
Shrouded forms that start and sigh 

As they pass the wanderer by— 
White-robed forms of friends long given, 
In agony, to the Karth—and Heaven. 


For the heart whose woes are legion 
"Tis a peaceful, soothing region— 

For the spirit that walks in shadow 
"Tis—oh, ’tis an Eldorado ! 

But the traveller, travelling through it, 
May not—dare not openly view it , 
Never its mysteries are exposed 

To the weak human eye unclosed ; 

So wills its King, who hath forbid 
The uplifting of the fringed lid, 

And thus the sad Soul that here passes 
Beholds it but through darkened glasscs. 


By a route obscure and lonely, 

Haunted by ill angels only, 

Where an Eidolon, named NIGHT, 

On a black throne reigns upright, 

I have wandered home but newly 

From this ultimate dim Thule. 
1844 


TO ZANTE, 


Fair isle, that fiom the fairest of all flowers, 

Thy gentlest of all gentle names dost take! 
Ifow many memories of what radiant hours 

At sight of thee and thine at once awake! 
Tlow many scenes of what departed bliss ! 

How many thoughts of what entombed hopes | 
Ilow many visions of a maiden that is 

No more—no more upon thy verdant slopes | 


HYMN—NOTES. 43 


No more / alas, that magical sad sound 
Transforming all! Thy charms shall please no muie— 
Thy memory no more/ Accursed ground - 
Henceforward I hold thy flower-cnamelled shore, 
O hyacinthine isle! O purple Zante |! 
“Isola d’oro! Fior di Levante !” 
1837, 


HYMN. 


AT morn—at noon—at twilight dim— 
Maria! thou hast heard my hymn! 

In joy and wo—in good and ill— 
Mother of God, be with me still ! 
When the Hours flew brightly Ly, 
And not a cloud obscured the sky, 

My soul, lest it should truant be, 

Thy grace did guide to thine and thee ; 
Now, when storms of Fate o’ercast 
Darkly my Present and my Past, 

Let my Future radiant shine 

With sweet hopes of thee and thine! 


NOTLS. 


20. ‘‘ Lenore” was published, very nearly in its existing shape, in The 
Pioneer for 1842, but under the title of ‘‘ The Pan ”—now first published 
in the PorMs or YourH—the germ of it appeared in 1831. 

21. ‘*To One in Paradise” was included o1iginally im ‘‘The Visionary ” 
(a tale now known as ‘‘The Assignation”’ ), in July 1835, and appeared as 
a separate poem entitled ‘‘To Ianthe in Heaven,” in Burton's Gentle man’s 
Magazine for July 1889. The fifth stanza is now addcd, for the tist 
time, to the piece. 

22. ‘*The Colisoum” appeared in the Baltamore Saturday Visiter (sic) 
in 1838, and was republished in the Southern Literary Messenger fur 
August 1835, as ‘‘ A Prize Poem.” 

23. The Haunted Palace,’ originally issued in the Baltimore 
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American Museum for April 1838, was subsequently embodied in that 
much admired tale, ‘‘ The Fall of the House of Usher,” and published in 
it in Burton’s Gentleman's Magazine for September 1839. It reappeared 
in that as a separate poem in the 1845 edition of Poe’s Poems, 

24. ‘‘The Conqueror Worm,” then contained in Poe’s favourite tale of 
‘‘Ligeia,” was first published in the American Museum for September 
1838. As a separate poem, it reappeared in Graham’s Magazine for 
January 1843. : 

25. The sonnet, ‘‘ Silence,” was originally published in Burton’s 
Gentleman’s Magazine for April 1840. 

26. The first known publication of “ Dreamland” was in Craham’s 
Magazine for June 1844, 

27. The ‘‘Sonnet to Zante ” is not discoverable earlier than January 
1837, when it appeared in the Southern Interary Messenger. 

28. The initial version of the ‘‘Catholic Hymn” was contained in the 
story of ‘‘Morella,” and published in the Southern Literary Messenger 
for April 1835. The lines as they now stand, and with their present 
title, were first published in the Broadway Journal for August 1845. 


SCENES FROM “POLITIAN.” 


AN UNPUBLISHED DRAMA. 


I, 


ROME.—A Hall in a Palace. ALEssANDRA and CASTIGLIONE. 
Alessandra. Thou art sad, Castiglione. 
Castiglione. Sad !—not I. 
Oh, I’m the happiest, happiest man in Rome! 
A. few days more, thou knowest, my Alessandra, 
Will make thee mine. Oh, J am very happy! 
Aless, Methinks thou hast a singular way of showing 
Thy happiness—what ails thee, cousin of mine? 
Why didst thou sigh so deeply ? 
Cas. Did I sigh? 
I was not conscious of it. It is a fashion, 
A silly—a most silly fashion I have 


When I am very happy. Did I sigh? (sighing. ) 
less. Thou didst. Thou art not well. Thou hast 
indulged 


Too much of late, and I am vexed to see it. 
Late hours and wine, Castiglione,—these 
Will ruin thee! thou art already altered— 
Thy looks are haggard—nothing so wears away 
The constitution as late hours and wine. 

Cas. (musing). Nothing, fair cousin, nothing—not even 

deep sorrow— 

Wears it away like evil hours and wine. 
I will amend. 

Aless. Doit! I would have thee drop 
Thy riotous company, too—fellows low born 
Ill suit the like of old Di Broglio’s heir 


And Alessandra’s husband. ° 
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Cas. I will drop them. 

Aless, Thou wilt—thou must. Attend thou also more 
To thy dress and equipage—they are over plain 
For thy lofty rank and fashion—much depends 
Upon appearances. 

Cas. I'll see to it. 

Aless, Then see to it '—pay more attention, sir, 
To a becoming carriage—much thou wantest 
In dignity. 

Cas. Much, much, oh, much I want 
In proper dignity. 

Aless. (haughtily) Thou mockest me, sir! 

Cas (ubstractedly). Sweet, gentle Lalage! 

Aless. Heard I aright? 
I speak to him—he speaks of Lalage ! 
Sir Count! (places her hand on hw shoulder) what art thou 

dreaming? Ife’s not well! 

What ails thee, sir? 

Cus. (staring). Cousin! fair cousin '—madam ! 
I crave thy pardon—indced I am not well— 
Your hand fium off my shoulder, if you please. 
This air 1s most oppressive !—Madam—the Duke! 


Enter Di Brogleo. 


In Bioglw. My son, I’ve news for thee !—hey 1—what’s 
the matter ? (observing Alessandra). 
I’ the pouts? Kiss her, Castiglione! kiss her, 
You dog! and make it up, I say, this minute ! 
I’ve news for you both. Politian is expected 
Hourly in Rome—Politian, Earl of Leicester ! 
We'll have him at the wedding. ’Tis his first visit 
To the imperial city. 
Aless, What! Politian 
Of Britain, Earl of Leicester ? 
Ih Brog. The same, my love. 
We'll have him at the wedding. Atman quite young 
In j cars, but gic} in fame. I have not seen him, 
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But Rumour speaks of him as of a prodigy 
Pre-eminent in arts, and arms, and wealth, 
And high descent. We'll have him at the wedding. 

Aless. J have heard much of this Politian. 
Gay, volatile and giddy—is he not, 
And little given to thinking ? 

IN Brog. Far from it, love. 
No branch, they say, of all philosophy 
So deep abstruse he has not mastered it. 
Learned as few are learned. 

Aless. "Tis very strange ! 
I have known men have scen Politian 
And sought his company. They speak of him 
As of one who entered madly into life, 
Drinking the cup of pleasure to the dregs. 

Cas. Jtidiculous! Now J have seen Politian 
And know him well—nor learned nor mitthful he. 
He is a dreamer, and a man shut out 
From common passions. 

Di Brog. Children, we disagree, 

Let us go forth and taste the fragrant air 
Of the garden. Did I dream, or did I hear 
Politian was a melancholy man 4 (Lixeuut.) 


II. 


ROME.—A Lady’s Apaitment, with a window open and looking into a 
gaiden. LALAGE, in deep mourning, reading at 2 table on which he 
some books and a hand-muror. In the background JacInNjA (a 
servant mnaid) leans carelissly upon a ¢ hair. 

Lalage. Jacinta! is it thou? 
Jacinta (pertiy). Yes, ma’am, I’m here. 
Lai. I did not know, Jacinta, you were in waiting, 
Sit down !—let not my presence trouble you— 
Sit down !—for I am humble, most humble. 
Jac. (aside), "Tis time. 
(Jacinta seuts hersdf in a side-long manner upon the 
chair, resting her elbows upon the bah, and vegording 
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her nustress with a contemptuous look. Lalage continues 
to read.) 
Lal. “It in another climate, so he said, 
‘Bore a bright golden flower, but not i’ this soil!” 
( pauses—turns over some leaves, and resumes.) 
‘“‘No lingering winters there, nor snow, nor shower— 
“But Ocean ever to refresh mankind 
“ Breathes the shrill spirit of the western wind.” 
Oh, beautiful !—most beautiful !—how like 
To what my fevered soul doth dream of Heaven! 
O happy land! (pauses) She died !—the maiden died ! 
O still more happy maiden who couldst die! 
Jacinta ! 
(Jacinta returns no answer, and Lalage presently resumes.) 
Again !—a similar tale 
Told of a beauteous dame beyond the sea! 
Thus speaketh one Ferdinand in the words of the play— 
‘She died full young ”—one Bossola answers him— 
“] think not so—her infelicity 
“ Seemed to have years too many ”—Ah, luckless lady ! 
Jacinta! (still no answer). 
Here’s a far sterner story— 
But like—oh, very like in its despair— 
Of that Egyptian queen, winning so easily 
A thousand hearts—losing at length her own. 
She died. Thus endeth the history—and her maids 
Lean over her and weep—two gentle maids 
With gentle names—Eiros and Charmnion ! 
Rainbow and Dove !—Jacinta ! 
Jac. (pettishly), Madam, what is it ? 
Lal. Wilt thou, my good Jacinta, be so hind 
As go down in the library and bring ine 
The Holy Evangelists 7 
Jac. Pshaw! (Exal.) 
Tal, Tf there be balm 
For the wounded spirit in Gilead, it is there ! 
Dew in the night time of my bitter trouble 
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Will there be found—“ dew sweeter far than that 
Which hangs like chains of pearl on Hermon bill.” 
(re-enter Jacinta, and throws a volume on the table.) 
There, ma’am, ’s the book. Indeed she is very trouble- 
some. (aside.) 
Lal, (astonished). What didst thou say, Jacinta? 
Have I done aught 
To grieve thee or to vex thee !—I am sorry. 
For thou hast served me long and ever been 
Trustworthy and respectful. (resumes her reading.) 
Jac. I can’t believe 
She has any more jewels—no—no—she gave me all. (aside.) 
Lal. What didst thou say, Jacinta? Now I bethink me 
Thou hast not spoken lately of thy wedding. 
How fares good Ugo }—and when is it to be ? 
Can I do aught ?—is there no further aid 
Thou needest, Jacinta ? 
Jac. Is there no further aid! 
That’s meant for me. (aside.) Tm sure, madam, you need not 
Be always throwing those jewels in my teeth. 
Lal. Jewels! Jacinta,—now indeed, Jacinta, 
I thought not of the jewels. 
Jac. Qh, perhaps not ! 
But then I might have sworn it. After all, 
There’s Ugo says the ring is only paste, 
For he’s sure the Count Castiglione never 
Would have given a real diamond to such as you ; 
And at the best I’m certain, madam, you cannot 
Have use for jewels now. But I might have sworn it. (Hui) 
(Lalage bursts into tears and lcans her head upon the 
table—after a short puuse ruises 1. ) 
Lal. Poor Lalage !—and is it come to this? 
Thy servant maid !—but courage !—’tis but a viper 
Whom thou hast cherished to sting thee to the soul ! 
(taking up the mirror.) 
Ha! here at least’s a friend—too much a friend 


In earlier days—a friend will not deceive thee. 
b 
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Fair mirror and true! now tell me (for thou canst) 
A tale—a pretty tale—and heed thou not 
Though it be rife with woe. It answers me. 
Tt speaks of sunken eyes, and wasted cheeks, 
And Beauty long deceased—remembers me, 
Of Joy departed—Hope, the Seraph Hope, 
Inurnéd and entombed '—now, in a tone 
Low, sad, and solemn, but most audible, 
Whispers of early grave untimely yawning 
For ruined maid. Fair mirror and true '—thou liest not! 
Thou hast no end to gain—no heart to break— 
Castiglione lied who said he loved 
Thou true—he false !—false '—false ! 
(Whale she speaks, a monk enters her apartment and 
approaches unobseried.) 

Monk. Refuge thou hast, 
Sweet daughter! in Heaven. Think of eternal things ! 
Cive up thy soul to penitence, and pray ! 

Lal. (arising hurrvedly). I cannot pray !—My soul is at 

war with God! 

The frightful sounds of merriment below 
Disturb my senses—go! I cannot pray— 
The sweet airs from the garden worry me! 
Thy presence grieves me—go '—thy priestly raiment 
Fills me with dread—thy ebony crucifix 
With horror and awe ! 

Monk. Think of thy precious soul ! 

Lol. Think of my early days !—think of my father 
And mother in Heaven! think of our quiet home, 
And the rivulet that ran before the door ! 
Think of my little sisters !—think of them ! 
And think of me !—think of my trusting love 
And confidence—his vows—my ruin—think—think 
Of my unspeakable misery !—— begone ! 
Yet stay ! yet stay '—what was it thou saidst of prayer 
And penitence? Duidst thou not “speak of faith 
And vows before the throne ? 
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Monk, I did. 

Lal, ’Tis well. 

There is a vow ’twere fitting should be made— 
A sacred vow, imperative and urgent, 
A. solemn vow ! 

Monk. Daughter, this zeal is well! 

Lal, Father, this zeal is anything but well ! 
Hast thou a crucifix fit for this thing? 

A crucifix whereon to register 

This sacred vow? (he hands her his own.) 

Not that—Oh! no !—no!—no! (shudder ing.) 

Not that! Not that !—I tell thee, holy man, 

Thy raiments and thy ebony cross affright me ! 

Stand back! I have a crucifix myself,— 

Ihave a crucifix! Methinks ’twere fitting 

The deed—the vow—the symbol of the deed— 

And the deed’s register should tally, father ! 
(draws a cross-handled dagger and raises it on high.) 

Behold the cross wherewith a vow like mine 

Is written in Heaven ! 

Monk. Thy words are maduess, daughter, 
And speak a purpose unholy—thy lips are livid— 
Thine eyes are wild—tempt not the wrath divine! 
Pause ere too late !—oh, be not—be not rash ! 
Swear not the oath—oh, swear it not ! 

Lal, ’Tis sworn ! 


Il. 
An Apartment in a Palace. Poutrian and Barpazzin. 


Baldazzar. Arouse thee now, Politian ! 
Thou must not—nay indeed, indeed, thou shalt not 
Give way unto these humours. Be thyself! 
Shake off the idle fancies that beset thee, 
And live, for now thou diest!, 
Politian. Not so, Baldazzar! 
Surely I live. 
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Bal, Politian, it doth grieve me 
To see thee thus ! 

Pol. Baldazzar, it doth grieve me 
To give thee cause for grief, my honoured friend. 
Command me, sir! what wouldst thou have me do ? 
At thy behest I will shake off that nature 
Which from my forefathers I did inherit, 
Which with my mother’s milk I did imbibe, 
And be no more Politian, but some other. 
Command me, sir ! 

Bal. To the field then—to the field— 
To the senate or the field. 

Pol. Alas! alas! 
There is an imp would follow me even there! 
There is an imp hath followed me even there! 
There is what voice was that ? 

Bal. I heard it not. 
I heard not any voice except thine own, 
And the echo of thine own. 

Pol. Then I but dreamed. 

Bal. Give not thy soul to dreams: the camp—the court 
Befit thee—lF'ame awaits thee—Glory calls— 
And her the trumpet-tongued thou wilt not hear 
In hearkening to imaginary sounds 
And phantom voices. 

Pol. It 1s a phantom voice! 
Didst thou not hear it then? 

Bal. IT heard it not. 

Pol. Thou heardst it not ! Baldazzar, speak no more 
To me, Politian, of thy camps and courts. 
Oh! I am sick, sick, sick, even unto death, 
Of the hollow and high-sounding vanities 
Of the populous Earth! Bear with me yet awhile! 
We have been boys together—school-fellows— 
And now are friends—yet shall not be so long— 
For in the Eternal City thou shalt do me 
A kind and gentle office, and a Power— 
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A Power august, benignant, and supreme— 
Shall then absolve thee of all farther duties 
Unto thy friend. 
Bal. Thou speakest a fearful riddle 
I will not understand. 
Pol. Yet now as Fate 
Approaches, and the Hours are breathing low, 
The sands of Time are changed to golden grains, 
And dazzle me, Baldazzar. Alas! alas! 
I cannot die, having within my heart 
So keen a relish for the beautiful 
As hath been kindled within it. Methinks the air 
Is balmier now than it was wont to be— 
Rich melodies are floating in the winds— 
A rarer loveliness bedecks the earth— 
Aud with a holier lustre the quiet moon * 
Sitteth in Heaven.—Hist ! hist! thou canst not say 
Thou hearest not now, Baldazzar ¢ 
Bal, Indeed I hear not. 
Pol. Not hear it!—listen now—listen!—the faintest 
sound 
And yet the sweetest that ear ever heard ! 
A lady’s voice !—and sorrow in the tone! 
Baldazzar, it oppresses me like a spell! 
Again !—again !—how solemnly it falls 
Into my heart of hearts! that eloquent voice 
Surely I never heard—yet it were well 
Had I but heard it with its thrilling tones 
In earlier days! 
Bal. I myself hear it now. 
Be still !—the voice, 1f I mistake not greatly, 
Proceeds from yonder lattice—which you may see 
Very plainly through the window—it belongs, 
Does it not? unto this palace of the Duke. 
The singer is undoubtedly beneath 
The roof of his Excellency—and perhaps 
Is even that Alessandra of whom he spoke 
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‘As the betrothed of Castiglione, 
His son and heir. 
Pol. Be still !—it comes again ! 
Voice (very faintly). ‘‘ And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus, 
That have loved thee so long, 
In wealth and woe among ? 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus? 
Say nay! say nay!”} 
Bal. The song is English, and I oft have heard it 
In merry England—never so plaintively— 
Hist ! hist! it comes again ! 
Vowe (more loudly). ‘Is it so strong 
As for to leave me thus, 
That have loved thee so long, 
In wealth and woe among ? 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus ? 
Say nay! say nay !” 
Bal, ’Tis hushed and all is still! 
Pol. All is not still. 
Bal. Let us go down. 
Pol. Go down, Baldazzar, go! 
Bal. The hour is growing late—the Duke awaits us,- 
Thy presence is expected in the hall 
Below. What ails thee, Earl Politian ? 
Voice (distinctly). ‘‘ Who have loved thee so long, 
In wealth and woe among, 
And is thy heart so strong ? 
Say nay! say nay!” 
Bal. et us descend !—'tis time. Politian, give 
These fancies to the wind. KRemember, pray, 
Your bearing lately savoured much of rudeness 
Unto the Duke. Arouse thee! and remember ! 


1 By Su Thomas Wyatt.—Ep. 
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Pol. Remember? I do. Lead on! I do remember 
(gong), 

Let us descend. Bclieve me I would give, 
Freely would give the broad lands of my earldom 
To look upon the face hidden by yon lattice— 
“To gaze upon that veiled face, and hear 
Once more that silent tongue.” 

Bal. Let me beg you, sir, 
Descend with me—the Duke may be offended. 
Let us go down, I pray you. 

Voice (loudly). Say nay /—say nay ! 

Pol. (aside). °Tis strange !—’tis very strange—methought 

the voice 
Chimed in with my desires and bade me stay! 
(Approaching the urndow.) 

Sweet voice! I heed thee, and will surely stay. 
Now be this Fancy, by Heaven, or be it Fate, 
Sull will I not descend. Baldazzar, make 
Apology unto the Duke for me , 
I go not down to-night. 

Bal. Your lordship’s pleasure 
Shall be attended to. Good-night, Politian. 

Pol, Gvod-night, my friend, good-night. 


IV. 
The Gaidens of a Palace—Moonhight. Lavacg and PoLittian. 


Lalage. And dost thou speak of love 
To me, Politian 1—dost thou speak of love 
To Lalage ?—ah woe—ah woe 1s me! 
This mockery is most cruel—most cruel indeed ! 
Politian. Weep not! oh, sob not thus !—thy bitter tears 
Will madden me. Oh, mourn not, Lalage— 
Be comforted! I know—TI know it all, 
And sti I speak of love. Look at me, brightest, 
And beautiful Lalage !—turn here thine eyes ! 
Thou askest me if I could speak of love, 
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Knowing what I know, and seeing what I have seen. 
Thou askest me that—and thus I answer thee— 
Thus on my bended knee I answer thee. (kneeling. ) 
Sweet Lalage, J love thee—love thee—love thee ; 
Thro’ good and il]—thro’ weal and woe, Z love thee. 
Not mother, with her first-born on her knee, 
Thrills with intenser love than I for thee. 
Not on God’s altar, in any time or clime, 
Burned there a holier fire than burneth now 
Within my spirit.for thee. And do I love ? (arising.) 
Even for thy woes I love thee—even for thy woes— 
Thy beauty and thy woes. 
Lal. Alas, proud Earl, 
Thou dost forget thyself, remembering me! 
How, in thy father’s halls, among the maidens 
Pure and reproachless of thy princely line, 
Could the dishonoured Lalage abide ? 
Thy wife, and with a tainted memory— 
My seared and blighted name, how would it tally 
With the ancestral honours of thy house, 
And with thy glory ? 
Pol. Speak not to me of glory ! 
I hate—I loathe the name; I do abhor 
The unsatisfactory and ideal thing. 
Art thou not Lalage, and I Politian ? 
Do I not love—art thou not beautiful— 
What need we more? Ha! glory! now speak not of it: 
By all I hold most sacred and most solemn— 
By all my wishes now—my fears hereafter— 
3y all I scorn on earth and hope in heaven— 
There is no deed I would more glory in, 
Than in thy cause to scoff at this same glory 
And trample it under foot. What matters it— 
What matters it, my fairest, and my best, 
That we go down unhonoured and forgotten 
Into the dust—so we descend together ? 
Descend together—and then—and then perchance— 
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Lal. Why dost thou pause, Politian ? 

Pol. And then perchance 
Arise together, Lalage, and roam 
The starry and quiet dwellings of the blest, 

And still— 

Lal. Why dost thou pause, Politian ? 

Pol. And still together—together. 

Lal. Now, Ear] of Leicester ! 

Thou lovest me, and in my heart of hearts 
I feel thou lovest me truly. 

Pol. O Lalage ! (throwing himself upon his knee.) 
And lovest thou me? 

Lal. Hist! hush! within the gloom 
Of yonder trees methought a figure passed— 

A spectral figure, solemn, and slow, and noiseless— 

Like the grim shadow Conscience, solemn and noiseless. 
(walks across and returns ) 

I was mistaken—’twas but a giant bough 

Stirred by the autumn wind. Politian! 

Pol. My Lalage—my love! why art thou moved ? 
Why dost thou turn so pale? Not Conscience’ self, 
Far less a shadow which thou likenest to it, 

Should shake the firm spirit thus. But the night wind 
Is chilly—and these melancholy boughs 
Throw over all things a gloom. 

Lal. Politian! 
Thou speakest to me of love. Knowest thou the land 
With which all tongues are busy—a land new found— 
Miraculously found by one of Genoa— 
A thousand leagues within the golden west ? 
A fairy land of flowers, and fruit, and sunshine,—- 
And crystal lakes, and over-arching forests, 
And mountains, around whose towering summits the winds 
Of Heaven untrammelled flow—which air to breathe 
Is Happiness now, and will be Freedom hereafter 
In days that are to come ? 

Pol. Oh, wilt thou—wilt thou 
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Fly to that Paradise—my Lalage, wilt thou 
lly thither with me? There Care shall be forgotten, 
And Sorrow shall be no more, and Eros be all. 
And life shall then be mine, for I will live 
For thee, and in thine eyes—and thou shalt be 
No more a mourner—but the radiant Joys 
Shall wait upon thee, and the angel Hope 
Attend thee ever; and I will kneel to thee 
And worship thee, and call thee my beloved, 
My own, my beautiful, my love, my wife, 
My all ;—oh, wilt thou—wilt thou, Lalage, 
Fly thither with me? 
Lal. A deed is to be done — 
Castiglione lives ! 
Pot, And he shall dic! (Exit) 
Lal. (after a pause). And—he—shall—die ! 
Castiglione die? Who spoke the words ? 
Where am I +—what was it he said ?—Pohtian ! 
Thou ari not gonce—thou art not gone, Politian ! 
I feel thou art not gone—yet dare not look, 
Lest I behold thee not—thou couldst not go 
With those words upon thy lips—oh, speak to me! 
And let me hear thy voice—one word—one word, 
To say thou art not gone,—one little sentence, 
To say how thou dost scorn—how thou dost hate 
My womanly weakness. Ha! ha! thou art not gone— 
Oh, speak to me! I knew thou wouldst not go! 
I knew thou wouldst not, couldst not, durst not go. 
Villain, thou art not gone—thou mockest me! 
And thus I clutch thee—thus ! He is gone, he is gone— 
Gone—gone. Where am I? tis well—’tis very well! 
So that the blade be keen—the blow be sure, 
Tis well, ’tis very well—alas! alas! 


alas ! 











V. 
The Suburbs. Porirran alone. 
Pohiian. 'This weakness grows upon me. I am faint, 
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And much I fear me ill—it will not do 

To die ere I have lived !—Stay—stay thy hand, 
O Azrael, yet awhile !—Prince of the Poweis 

Of Darkness and the Tomb, oh, pity me! 

Oh, pity me! let me not perish now, 

In the budding of my Paradisal Hope! 

Give me to live yet—yet a little while: 

"Tis I who pray for life—I who so late 
Demanded but to dic !—What sayeth the Count ? 


Enter Baldazzar. 


Buldazzar. 'That, knowing no cause of quarrel or of feud 
Between the Earl Politian and himself, 
He doth decline your cartel. 
Pol. What didst thou say 1 
What answer was it you brought me, good Baldazzat ? 
With what excessive fragrance the zephyr comes 
Laden from yonder bowers !—a fairer day, 
Or one more worthy Italy, methinks 
No mortal eyes have seen !—what said the Count ? 
Bal. That he, Castiglione, not being aware 
Of any feud existing, or any cause 
Of quarrel between your lordship and himself, 
Cannot accept the challenge. 
Pol. It is most true— 
All this is very true. When saw you, sir, 
When saw you now, Baldazzar, in the frigid 
Ungenial Britain which we left so lately, 
A heaven so calm as this—so utterly free 
From the evil taint of clouds ?—and he did say ? 
Bal. No more, my lord, than I have told you: 
The Count Castiglione will not fight, 
Having no cause for quarrel. 
Pol. Now this is true— 
All very true. Thou art my friend, Baldazzar, 
And I have not forgotten if—thou’lt do me 
A. piece of service ; wilt thou go back and say 
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Unto this man, that J, the Earl of Leicester, 
Hold him a villain !—thus much, I pr’ythee, say 
Unto the Count—it is exceeding just 
He should have cause for quarrel. 
Bal. My lord !—my friend! 
Pol. (aside). °Tis he—he comes himself! (aloud.) Thou 
reasonest well. 
I know what thou wouldst say—not send the message— 
Well !—I will think of it—I will not send it. 
Now pr’ythee, leave me—hither doth come a person 
With whom affairs of a most private nature 
I would adjust. 
Bal. I go—to-morrow we meet, 
Do we not ?—at the Vatican. 
Pol. At the Vatican. (Ett Bal.) 





Enter Castiglione. 


Cas. The Ear! of Leicester here! 

Pol. Iam the Earl of Leicester, and thou seest, 
Dost thou not, that I am here ? 

Cas. My lord, some strange, 
Some singular mistake—misunderstanding— 
Hath without doubt arisen: thou hast been urged 
Thereby, in heat of anger, to address 
Some words most unaccountable, in writing, 
To me, Castiglione ; the bearer being 
Baldazzar, Duke of Surrey. I am aware 
Of nothing which might warrant thee in this thing, 
Having given thee no offence. Ha!—am I right? 
’'Twas a mistake ?—undoubtedly—we all 
Do err at times. 

Pol. Draw, villain, and prate no more! 

Cas. Ha!—draw ?—and villain ? have at thee then at once, 
Proud Ear]! (Draws.) 

Pol. (drawing.) Thus to the expiatory tomb, 
Untimely sepulchre, I do devote thee 
In the name of Lalage ! 
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Cas. (letting fall his sword and recoiling to the extremity of 
the stage.) 
Of Lalage ! 
Hold off—thy sacred hand !—avaunt, I say ! 
Avaunt—lI will not fight thee—indeed I dare not. 
Pol. Thou wilt not fight with me didst say, Sir Count ? 
Shall I be baffled thus ?—now this is well ; 
Didst say thou darest not? Ha! 
Cas. I dare not—dare not— 
Hold off thy hand—with that beloved name 
So fresh upon thy lips I will not fight thee— 
I cannot—dare not. 
Pol. Now, by my halidom, 
I do believe thee !—coward, I do believe thee! 
Cas. Ha!—coward !—this may not be! 

(clutches his sword and staggers towards Politian, but 
his purpose ts changed before reaching him, and he 
falls upon his knee at the feet of the Earl.) 

Alas! my lord, 
It is—it is—most true. In such a cause 
I am the veriest coward. Oh, pity me! 
Pol. (greatly softened). Alas!—I do—indeed I pity thee. 
Cas. And Lalage 
Pol. Scoundrel !—arise and die / 
Cas. It needeth not be—thus—thus—Oh, let me die 
Thus on my bended knee. It were most fitting 
That in this deep humiliation I perish. 
For in the fight I will not raise a hand 
Against thee, Earl of Leicester. Strike thou home— 
(baring his bosom.) 





Tlere is no let or hindrance to thy weapon— 
Strike home. I will not fight thee. 

Pol. Now’s Death and Hell! 
Am I not—am I not sorely—grievously tempted 
To take thee at thy word? But mark me, sir: 
Think not to fly me thus. * Do thou prepare 
For public insult in the streets—before 
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The eyes of the citizens. I'll follow thee— 

Like an avenging spirit I’ll follow thee 

Even unto death. Before those whom thou lovest— 

Before all Rome I'll taunt thee, villain,—T'1l taunt thee, 

Dost hear ? with cowardice—thou wilt not fight me ? 

Thou hest! thou shalt / (Livit.) 
Cas. Now this indeed is just! 

Most righteous, and most just, avenging Heaven! 


NOTE. 


29. Such portions of ‘‘ Politian ” as aie known to the public first saw the 
hight of publicity in the Southern Literary Messenger for December 1835 
and January 1836, being styled ‘Scenes from Politian: an unpublished 
drama.” These scenes were included, unaltered, in the 1845 collection of 
Poems by Poe. The larger portion of the ouginal draft subsequently 
became the property of the present editor, but it is not considered just to 
the poet’s memory to publish it. The work is a hasty and unrevised 
production of its author’s earlier days of literary labour; and, beyond the 
scenes already known, scarcely caleulated to enhance his reputation. As 
a specimen, however, of the parts unpublished, the following fragment 
fiom the first scene of Act II. may be offered. The Duhe, it should be 
premised, 1s uncle to Alessandra, and father of Castiglione ler betrothed, 


Duhe Why do you laugh ? 

Castiglione. Indeed 
Thardly know myself. Stay! Was it not 
On yesterday we were speaking of the Earl? 
Of the Earl Politian? Yes! 1t was yesterday. 
Alessandia, you and I, you must remembe) ! 
We were walking in the garden. 

Duke, Perfectly. 
I do remember it—what of 1t—what then? 

Cas, O nothing—nothing at all. 

Duke. Nothing at all! 
It 1s most singular that you should laugh 
At nothing at all ! 

Cas. Most singular—singular ! 

Duke. ook you, Castiglione, be so kjnd 
As tell me, sir, at once what ‘tis you mean. 
What are you talking of ? 
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Cas, Was it not so? 
We differed in opinion touching him. 

Duke. Him !—Whom ? 

Cas. Why, sir, the Eail Politian. 

Duke. The Earl of Leicester! Yes !—is it he you mean? 
We differed, indeed. If I now recollect 
The words you used were that the Eail you knew 
Was neither learned nor minthfal. 

Cas. Ha! ha!—now did J? 

Duke, That did you, si1, and well I knew at the time 
You were wrong, 1t being not the character 
Of the Ea1l—whom all the world allows to be 
A most hilarious man. Be not, my son, 
Too positive again. 

Cas, ‘Tis singular! 
Most singular! I could not tlink it possible 
So little time could so much alter one! 
To say the truth about an hour ago, 
As I was walking with the Count San 0770, 
All arm in arm, we met this very man 
The Earl—he, with ns friend Baldazzar, 
Ilaving just ariived in Rome. Ha! ha! he és altercd! 
Such an account he gave me of his journey ! 
‘Twould have made you die with laughter—such tales he told 
Ot his caprices and his metry freaks 
Along the road—such oddity—such humour—- 
Such wit—such whim—such flashes of wild merriment 
Set off too in such full relief by the grave 
Demeanour of his frend—who, to speak the truth, 
Was gravity itself— 

Duke. Did I not tell you? 

Cas. You did—and yet ’tis strange ! but true as strange, 
How much I] was mistaken! I always thought 
The Earl a gloomy man. 

Duke. So, so, you see } 
Be not too positive. Whom have we here ? 
It cannot be the Earl? 

Cas. The Earl! Ohno! 
"Tis not the Earl—but yet it is—and leaning 
Upon his friend Baldazzar. Ah! welcome, sir! 

(Enter Politian and Baldazzar ) 

My lord, a second welcome let me give you 
To Rome—his Grace the Duke of Broglio. 
Father! this is the Earl Politian, Earl 
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Of Leicester in Great Britain. [Politian bows haughtily.] That, his fiend 
Baldazzar, Duke of Surrey. The Earl has letters, 
So please you, for Your Grace, 
Duke, Ha! ha! Most welcome 
To Rome and to our palace, Earl Politian ! 
And you, most noble Duke! I am glad to see you ! 
I knew your father well, my Lord Politian. 
Castiglione ! call your cousin hither, 
And let me make the noble Earl acquainted 
With your betrothed. You come, sir, at a time 
Most seasonable. The wedding— 
Politian. Touching those letters, sir, 
Your son made mention of—your son, is he not ?— 
Touching those letters, sir, I wot not of them. 
If such there be, my friend Baldazzar here— 
Baldazzar ! ah !—my friend Baldazzar here 
Will hand them to Your Grace. I would retire. 
Duke. Retire !—-So soon ? 
Cas. Whatho! Benito! Rupert! 
His lordship’s chambers—show his lordship to them ! 
His lordship is unwoll, (Enter Benito. ) 
Ben. This way, my lord! (Eat, followed by Politian.) 
Duke. Retire! Unwell! 
Bal. So please you, sir. I fear me 
"Tis as you say—his lordship is unwell. 
The damp air of the evening—the fatigue 
Of a long journey—the—indeed I had better 
Follow his lordship. He must be unwell, 
I will return anon. 
Duke. Return anon ! 
Now this is very strange! Castiglione ! 
This way, my son, I wish to speak with thee. 
You surely were mistaken in what you said 
Of the Earl, mirthful, indeed !~-which of us said 
Politian was a melancholy man? (Exeunt.) 


INTRODUCTION TO POEMS.—1831. 


LETTER TO MR. B- 


‘‘West Point, 1831. 

“DEAR B : : ; 
Believing only a portion of my former volume to be worthy a 
second edition—that small portion I thought it as well to 
include in the present book as to republish by itself. I have 
therefore herein combined ‘Al Aaraaf’ and ‘Tamerlane’ with 
other poems hitherto unprinted. Nor have I hesitated to 
insert from the ‘Minor Poems,’ now omitted, whole lines, and 
even passages, to the end that being placed in a fairer light, 
and the trash shaken from them in which they were imbedded, 
they may have some chance of being seen by posterity. 

‘It has been said that a good critique on a poem may be 
written by one who is no poet himself. This, according to 
your idea and mine of poetry, I feel to be false—the less 
poetical the critic, the less just the critique, and the converse. 
On this account, and because there are but few B sin the 
world, I would be as much ashamed of the world’s good 
opinion as proud of your own. Another than yourself might 
here observe, ‘Shakespeare is in possession of the world’s good 
opinion, and yet Shakespeare is the greatest of pocts. It 
appears then that the world judge correctly, why should you 
be ashamed of their favourable judgment?’ The difficulty 
lies in the interpretation of the word ‘judgment’ or ‘ opinion.’ 
The opinion is the world’s, truly, but it may be called theirs 
as aman would call a book his, having bought it; he did not 
write the book, but it is his; they did not originate the 
opinion, but it is theirs. A*fool, for example, thinks Shake- 
speare a great poet—yet the fool has never read Shakespeare. 

E 
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But the fool's neighbour, who is a step higher on the Andes of 
the mind, whose head (that is to say, his more exalted thought) 
is too far above the fool to be seen or understood, but whose 
feet (by which I mean his every-day actions) are sufficiently 
near to be discerned, and by means of which that superiority 
is ascertained, which but for them would never have been dis- 
covered—this neighbour asserts that Shakespeare is a great 
poet—the fool believes him, and it is henceforward his opinion. 
This neighbour’s own opinion has, in like manner, been adopted 
from one above him, and so, ascendingly, to a few gifted 
individuals who kneel around the summit, beholding, face to 
face, the master spirit who stands upon the pinnacle. 

“You are aware of the great barrier in the path of an 
American writer. He is read, if at all, in preference to the 
combined and established wit of the world. I say established ; 
for it is with literature as with law or empire—an established 
name is an estate in tenure, or a throne in possession. Besides, 
one might suppose that books, like their authors, improve by 
travel—their having crossed the sea is, with us, so great a 
distinction. Our antiguaries abandon time for distance; our 
very fops glance from the binding to the bottom of the title- 
page, where the mystic characters which spell London, Paris, 
or Genoa, are precisely so many letters of recommendation. 

‘‘T mentioned just now a vulgar error as regards criticism. 
I think the notion that no poct can form a correct estimate 
of his own writings is another. JI remarked before that in 
proportion to the poetical talent would be the justice of a 
critique upon poetry. Therefore a bad poet would, I grant, 
make a false critique, and his self-love would infallibly bias his 
little judgment in his favour; but a poet, who is indeed a 
poet, could not, I think, fail of making a just critique ; what- 
ever should be deducted on the score of self-love might be 
replaced on account of his intimate acquaintance with the 
subject; in short, we have more instances of false criticism 
than of just where one’s own writings are the test, simply 
because we have more bad poets than good. There are, of 
course, many objections to what I say: Milton is a great 
example of the contrary ; but his opinion with respect to the 
‘Paradise Regained’ is by no means fairly ascertained. By 
what trivial circumsiances men are often led to assert what 
they do not really believe ! Perhaps an inadvertent word has 
descended to posterity. But, in fact, the ‘Paradise Regained’ 
is little, if at all, inferior to the ‘Paradise Lost,’ and is only 
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supposed so to be because men do not like epics, whatever they 
may say to the coutrary, and reading those of Milton in their 
natural order, are too much wearied with the first to derive 
any pleasure from the second. 

- dare say Milton preferred ‘Comus’ to either—if so— 
justly. 

“As Iam speaking of poetry, it will not be amiss to touch 
slightly upon the most singular heresy in its modern history— 
the heresy of what is called, very foolishly, the Lake School. 
Some years ago I might have been induced, by an occasion 
like the present, to attempt a formal refutation of their 
doctrine ; at present it would be a work of supererogation. 
The wise must bow to the wisdom of such men as Coleridge 
and Southey, but being wise, have laughed at poetical theories 
so prosaically exemplified. 

“Aristotle, with singular assurance, has declared poetry the 
most philosophical of all writings*—butit required a Wordsworth 
to pronounce it the most metaphysical. He seems to think 
that the end of poetry is, or should be, instruction ; yet it is a 
truism that the end of our existence is happiness; if so, the 
end of every separate part of our existence, everything con- 
nected with our existence, should be still happiness. There- 
fore the end of instruction should be happiness ; and happiness 
is another name for pleasure ;—therefore the end of instruction 
should be pleasure: yet we see the above-mentioned opinion 
implies precisely the reverse. 

“To proceed: ceterts paribus, he who pleases is of more 
importance to his fellow-men than he who instructs, since utility 
is happiness, and pleasure is the end already obtained which 
instruction is merely the means of obtaining. 

*‘T see no reason, then, why our metaphysical poets should 
plume themselves so much on the utility of their works, unless 
indeed they refer to instruction with eternity in view ; in which 
case, sincere respect for their piety would not allow me to 
express my contempt for their judgment; contempt which it 
would be difficult to conceal, since their writings are professedly 
to be understood by the few, and it is the many who stand in 
need of salvation. In such case I should no doubt be tempted 
to think of the devil in ‘Melmoth,’ who labours indefatigably, 
through three octavo volumes, to accomplish the destruction of 
one or two souls, while any common devil would have demolished 
one or two thousand. 


* Yrovdioraroy xxi Pirorodixoraroy yeveg. 
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“ Against the subtleties which would make poetry a study 
—not a passion—it becomes the metaphysician to reason— 
but the poet to protest. Yet Wordsworth and Coleridge are 
men in years; the one imbued in contemplation from his 
childhood ; the other a giant in intellect and learning. The 
diffidence, then, with which 1 venture to dispute their authority 
would be overwhelming did I not feel, from the bottom of my 
heart, that learning has little to do with the imagination— 
intellect with the passions—or age with poetry. 


‘* «Trifles, like straws, upon the surface flow ; 
He whe would search for pearly must dive below,’ 


are lines which have done much mischief. As regards the 
greater truths, men oftener err by seeking them at the bottom 
than at the top; Truth lies in the huge abysses where wis- 
dom is sought—not in the palpable palaces where she is 
found. The ancients were not always right in hiding the 
goddess in a well; witness the light which Bacon has thrown 
upon philosophy ; witness the principles of our divine faith— 
that moral mechanism by which the simplicity of a child may 
overbalance the wisdom of a man. 

“We see an instance of Coleridge’s liability to err, in his 
Biographia Literaria—professedly his literary life and opinions, 
but, in fact, a treatise de omni scilili et quibusdam aliis. He 
goes wrong by reason of his very profundity, and of his error 
we have a natural type in the contemplation of a star. He 
who regards it directly and intensely sees, it is true, the star, 
but it is the star without a ray—while he who surveys it less 
inquisitively is conscious of all for which the star is useful to 
us below—its brillianey and its beauty. 

“As to Wordsworth, I have no faith in him. That he had 
in youth the feelings of a poet I believe—for there are glimpses 
of extreme delicacy in his writings—(and delicacy is the poet’s 
own kingdom—his Ll Dorado)—but they have the appearance 
of a better day recollected; and glimps:s, at best, are little 
evidence of present poetic fire; we know that a few stragyling 
flowers spring up daily in the crevices of the glacier. 

“He was to blame in wearing away his youth in contem- 
plation with the end of poetizing in his manhood. With the 
increase of his judgment the light which should make it 
apparent has faded away. His judgment consequently is too 
correct. This may not be understood,—but the old Goths 
of Germany would have understood it, who used to debate 
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matters of importance to their State twice, once when drunk, 
and once when sober—sober that they might not be deficient 
in formality—drunk lest they should be destitute of vigour. 

“The long wordy discussions by which he tries to reason us 
into admiration of his poetry, speak very little in his favour: 
they are full of such assertions as this (I have opened one of 
his volumes at random)—‘Of genius the only proof is the act 
of doing well what is worthy to be done, and what was never 
done before ;’—indeed ? then it follows that in doing what is 
unworthy to be done, or what has been done before, no genius 
can be evinced; yet the picking of pockets is an unworthy 
act, pockets have been picked time immemorial, and Barrington, 
the pick-pocket, in point of genius, would have thought hard 
of a comparison with William Wordsworth, the poet. 

“ Again, in estimating the merit of certain poems, whether 
they be Ossian’s or Macpherson’s can surely be of little conse- 
quence, yet, in order to prove their worthlessness, Mr. W. has 
expended many pages in the controversy. Zantene animis? 
Can great minds descend to such absurdity ? But worse still : 
that he may bear down every argument in favour of these 
poems, he triumphantly drags forward a passage, in his 
abomination with which he expects the reader to sympathise. 
It is the beginning of the epic poem ‘Temora.’ ‘The blue 
waves of Ullin roll in light; the green hills are covered with 
day ; trees shake their dusty heads in the breeze.’ And this 
-—this gorgeous, yet simple imagery, where all is alive and 
panting with immortality—this, William Wordsworth, the 
author of ‘Peter Bell,’ has selected for his contempt. We shall 
see what better he, in his own person, has to offer. Imprimis: 


s¢¢ And now she’s at the pony’s tail, 
And now she’s at the pony’s head, 
On that side now, and now on this; 
And, almost stifled with her bliss, 
A few sad tears does Betty shed. ... 
She pats the pony, where or when 
She knows not .. . happy Betty Fov! 
Oh, Johnny, never mind the doctor !’ 


“Secondly : 


‘‘< The dew was falling fast, the—stars began to blink ; 
I heard a voice: it said,—‘‘ Drink, pretty creature, drink !” 
And, looking o’er the hedge, be—fore me I espied 
A snow-white mountain lamb, with a—maiden at its side, 
No other sheep was near,—the lamb was all alone, 
And by a slender cord was—tether’d to a stone.’ 
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“ Now, we have no doubt this is all true: we will believe it, 
indeed we will, Mr. W. Is it sympathy for the sheep you 
wish to excite? I love a sheep from the bottom of my heart. 

“But there are occasions, dear B ,there are occasions 
when even Wordsworth is reasonable. Even Stamboul, it is 
said, shall have an end, and the most unlucky blunders must 
come toaconclusion. Here is an extract from his preface :-— 

**«'Those who have been accustomed to the phraseology of 
modern writers, if they persist in reading this book to a con- 
clusion (impossible /) will, no doubt, have to struggle with 
feelings of awkwardness; (ha! ha! ha!) they will look round 
for poetry (ha! ha! ha! ha!), and will be induced to inquire 
by what species of courtesy these attempts have been permitted 
to assume that title’ Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

“ Yet, let not Mr. W. despair; he has given immortality to 
a waggon, and the bee Sophocles has transmitted to eternity 
a sore toe, and dignified a tragedy with a chorus of turkeys. 

“Of Coleridge, I cannot speak but with reverence. His 
towering intellect! his gigantic power! To use an author 
quoted by himself, ‘ J’ai trouvé souvent que la plupari des sectes ont 
raison dans une bonne partie de ce gwelles avancent, mais non pas en 
ce quwelles nient ;’ and to employ his own language, he has 
imprisoned his own conceptions by the barrier he has erected 
against those of others. It is lamentable to think that such a 
mind should be buried in metaphysics, and, like the Nyctanthes, 
waste its perfume upon the night alone. In reading that 
man’s poetry, I tremble like one who stands upon a volcano, 
conscious from the very darkness bursting from the crater, of 
the fire and the light that are weltering below. 

“ What is Poetry {—Poetry! that Proteus-like idea, with as 
many appellations as the nine-titled Corcyra! ‘Give me,’ I 
demanded of a scholar some time ago, ‘give me a definition of 
poetry.’ ‘Trés-volontiers;’ and he proceeded to his hbrary, 
brought me a Dr. Johnson, and overwhelmed me with a 
definition. Shade of the immortal Shakespeare! I imagine 
to myself the scowl of your spiritual eye upon the profanity of 
that scurrilous Ursa Major. Think of poetry, dear B , think 
of poetry, and then think of Dr. Samuel Johnson! Think of 
all that is airy and fairy-like, and then of all that is hideous 
and unwieldy ; think of his huge bulk, the Elephant ! and then 
—and then think of the ‘ Tempest the ‘ Midsummer Night’s 
Dream ’—Prospero—Oberon—and Titania! 

“ A poem, in my opinion, is opposed to a work of science 
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by having, for its immediate object, pleasure, not truth; to 
romance, by having, for its object, an definite instead of a 
definite pleasure, being a poem only so far as this object is 
attained ; romance presenting perceptible images with definite, 
poetry with idefinite sensations, to which end music is an 
essential, since the comprehension of sweet sound is our most 
indefinite conception. Music, when combined with a pleasur- 
able idea, is poetry ; music, without the idea, 1s simply music ; 
the idea, without the music, is prose, from its very definitiveness. 

‘ « What was meant by the invective against him who had no 
music in his soul ? 

“To sum up this long rigmarole, I have, dear B , what 
you, no doubt, perceive, for the metaphysical poets as poets, 
the most sovereign contempt. That they have followers 
proves nothing— 





‘* * No Indian piince has to his palace 
More followers than a thief to the gallows,’ ” 


POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTIL 


SONNET—TO SCIENCE. 


SCIENCE! true daughter of Old Time thou art! 
Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes. 
Why preyest thou thus upon the poet’s heart, 
Vulture, whose wings are dull realities ? 
How should he love thee? or how deem thee wise, 
Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering 
To seek for treasure in the jewelled skies, 
Albeit he soared with an undaunted wing ? 
Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car ? 
And driven the Hamadryad from the wood 
To seek a shelter in some happier star? 
Hast thou not torn the Naiad from her flood, 
The Elfin from the green grass, and from me 
The summer dream beneath the tamarind tree ? 


1829. 


Private reasons—some of which have reference to the sin of plagiarism, 
and others to the date of Tennyson’s first poems *—have induced me, after 
some hesitation, to republish these, the crude compositions of my earliest 
boyhood. They are printed verbatim — without alteration from the 
original edition—the date of which is too remote to be judiciously 
acknowledged,—E. A. P. (1845). 


* This refers to the accusation brought against Edgar Poe that he was a 


copyist of Tennyson.—Ep. m 
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AL AARAAF,* 
PART I. 


O! NOTHING earthly save the ray 

(Thrown back from flowers) of Beauty’s eye, 
As in those gardens where the day 

Springs from the gems of Circassy— 

O! nothing earthly save the thrill 

Of melody in woodland rill— 

Or (music of the passion-hearted) 

Joy’s voice so peacefully departed 

That like the murmur in the shell, 

Its echo dwelleth and will dwell— 

O! nothing of the dross of ours— 

Yet all the beauty—all the flowers 

That list our Love, and deck our bowers— 
Adorn yon world afar, afar— 

The wandering star. 


"Twas a sweet time for Ne»sace—for there 
Her world lay lolling on the golden air, 
Near four bright suns—-a temporary rest— 
An oasis in desert of the blest. 
Away—away—’mid seas of rays that roll 
Empyrean splendour o’er th’ unchained soul— 
The soul that scarce (the billows are so densc) 
Can struggle to its destin’d eminence— 
To distant spheres, from time to time, she rode, 
And late to ours, the favour’d one of God— 
But, now, the ruler of an anchor’d realm, 
She throws aside the sceptre—leaves the helm, 
And, amid incense and high spiritual hymns, 
Laves in quadruple light her angel limbs. 

* A star was discovered by Tyeho Brahe which appeared suddenly in 


the heavens—attained, in a few days, a brilliancy surpassing that of 
eupiter—then as suddenly disappeared, and has never been seen since. 
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Now happiest, loveliest in yon lovely Earth, 
Whence sprang the “Idea of Beauty ” into birth, 
(Falling in wreaths thro’ many a startled star, 
Like woman’s hair ’mid pearls, until, afar, 

It lit on hills Achaian, and there dwelt), 

She look’d into Infinity—and knelt. 

Rich clouds, for canopies, about her curled— 
Fit emblems of the model of her world— 

Seen but in beauty—not impeding sight— 

Of other beauty glittering thro’ the light— 

A wreath that twined each starry form around, 
And all the opal’d air in colour bound. 


All hurriedly she knelt upon a bed 
Of flowers : of lilies such as rear’d the head 
On the fair Capo Deucato,* and sprang 
So eagerly around about to hang 
Upon the fiying footsteps of: deep pride— 
Of her who lov’d a mortal—and so died. f 
The Sephalica, budding with young bees, 
Uprear’d its purple stem around her knees : 
And gemmy flower, of Trebizond misnam’d— + 
Inmate of highest stars, where erst it sham’d 
All other loveliness; its honied dew 
(The fabled nectar that the heathen knew) 
Deliriously sweet, was dropp’d from Heaven, 
And fell on gardens of the unforgiven 
In Trebizond—and on a sunny flower 
So like its own above that, to this hour, 
It still remaineth, torturing the bee 
With madness, and unwonted reverie : 
In Heaven, and all its environs, the leaf 
And blossom of the fairy plant, in grief 
Disconsolate linger— gnief that hangs ler head, 





* On Santa Maura—olim Deucadia. t Sappho. 
t This flower is much noticed by Lewenhoeck and Tournefort. The 
bee, feeding upon its blossom, becomes intoxicated. 
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Repenting follies that full long have fled, 
Heaving her white breast to the balmy air, 

Like guilty beauty, chasten’d, and more fair : 
Nyctanthes too, as sacred as the light 

She fears to perfume, perfuming the night : 

And Clytia * pondering between many a sun, 
While pettish tears adown her petals run: 

And that aspiring flower that sprang on Earth— t 
And died, ere scarce exalted into birth, 

Bursting its odorous heart in spirit to wing 

Its way to Heaven, from garden of a king: 

And Valisnerian lotus thither flown t 

From struggling with the waters of the Rhone : 
And thy most lovely purple perfume, Zante ! § 
Isola d’oro !—Fior di Levante ! 

And the Nelumbo bud that floats for ever || 

With Indian Cupid down the holy river— 

Fair flowers, and fairy ! to whose care is given 
To bear the Goddess’ song, in odours, up to Heaven : J 


* Clytia—the Chrysanthemum Peruvianum, or, to employ a better- 
known term, the turnsol—which turns coutinually towards the sun, covers 
itself, like Peru, the country from which it comes, with dewy clouds 
which cool and refresh its flowers during the most violent heat of the 
day.—B. de St. Pierre. 

t There is cultivated in the king’s garden at Paris, a species of 
serpentine aloe without prickles, whose large and beautiful flower 
exhales a strong odour of the vanilla, during the time of its expansion, 
which is very short. It does not blow till towards the month of July— 
you then perceive it gradually open its petals—expand them—fade and 
die.—St. Pierre. 

t There is found, in the Rhone, a beautiful lily of the Valisnerian kind. 
Its stem will stretch to the length of three or four feet—thus presei ving 
its head above water in the swellings of the river. 

§ The Hyacinth. 

| It is a fiction of the Indians, that Cupid was first seen floating in one 
of these down the river Ganges, and that he still loves the cradle of his 
childhood. - 

| And golden vials full of odours which are the prayers of the saints. 
~—-Rev. St. John. 
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“Spirit! that dwellest where, 
In the deep sky, 
The terrible and fair, 
In beauty vie! 
Beyond the line of blue— 
The boundary of the star 
Which turneth at the view 
Of thy barrier and thy bar— 
Of the barrier overgone 
By the comets who were cast 
From their pride, and from their throne 
To be drudges till the last— 
To be carriers of fire 
(The red fire of their heart) 
With speed that may not tire 
And with pain that shall not part-—— 
Who livest—ithat we know— 
In Eternity—we feel— 
But the shadow of whose brow 
What spirit shall reveal ? 
Tho’ the beings whom thy Nesace, 
Thy messenger hath known 
Have dream’d for thy Infinity 
A model of their own—* 


* The Humanitarians held that God was to be understood as having 
really a human form.— Vide Clarke’s Sermons, vol. 1, page 26, fol. edit. 

The drift of Milton’s argument leads him to employ language which 
would appear, at first sight, to verge upon their doctrine ; but it will be 
seen immediately, that he guards himself against the charge of having 
adopted one of the most ignorant errors of the dark ages of the Church. — 
Dr. Sumner’s Notes on Milton's Christian Doctrine. 

This opinion, in spite of many testimonies to the contrary, could never 
have been very general. Andeus, a Syrian of Mesopotamia, was con- 
demned for the opinion, as heretical. He lived in the beginning of the 
fourth century. His disciples were called Anthropmorphites.— Vide du 
Pin. 

Among Milton’s minor poems are these lines :— 

Dicite sacrorum presides nemorum Dea, etc., 
Quis ille primus cujus ex imagine 
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Thy will is done, O, God! 
The star hath ridden high 
Thro’ many a tempest, but she rode 
Beneath thy burning eye ; 
And here, in thought, to thee— 
In thought that can alone 
Ascend thy empire and so be 
A partner of thy throne— 
By winged Fantasy,* 
My embassy is given, 
Till secrecy shall knowledge be 
In the environs of Heaven.” 


She ceas’d—and buried then her burning cheek 
Abash’d, amid the lilies there, to seek 

A shelter from the fervour of His eye; 

For the stars trembled at the Deity. 

She stirr’d not—breath’d not—for a voice was there 
How solemnly pervading the calm air! 

A. sound of silence on the startled ear 

Which dreamy poets name “ the music of the sphere.” 
Ours is a world of words: Quiet we call 

“ Silence ”—which is the merest word of all. 

All Nature speaks, and ev’n ideal things 

Flap shadowy sounds from visionary wings— 

But ah! not so when, thus, in realms on high 

The eternal voice of God is passing by, 

And the red winds are withering in the sky ! 


Natura solers finxit hnmanum genus ? 

Eternus, incorruptus, xquevus polo, 

Unusqgue et universus exemplar Dei.—And afte: wards, 
Non cui profundum Cecitas lumen dedit 

Dirceus augur vidit hune alto sinu, ete. 


* Seltsaneen Tochter Jovis 
Seinem Schosshinde 
Der Phantasie.~ Gocthe. 
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“ What tho’ in worlds which sightless cycles 1un, 
Link’d to a little system, and one sun— 
Where all my love is folly, and the crowd 
Still think my terrors but the thunder cloud, 
The storm, the earthquake, and the ocean-wrath— 
(Ah! will they cross me in my angrier path ?) 
What tho’ in worlds which own a single sun 
The sands of Time grow dimmer as they run, 
Yet thine is my resplendency, so given 
To bear my secrets thro’ the upper Heaven. 
Leave tenantless thy crystal home, and fly, 
With all thy train, athwart the moony sky— 
Apart—like fire-flies in Sicilian night, f 
And wing to other worlds another light ! 
Divulge the secrets of thy embassy 
To the proud orbs that twinkle—and so be 
To ev’ry heart a barrier and a ban 
Lest the stars totter in the guilt of man!” 


Up rose the maiden in the yellow night, 

The single-mooned eve !—on Earth we plight 
Our faith to one love—and one moon adore— 
The birth-place of young Beauty had no more. 
As sprang that yellow star from downy hours, 
Up rose the maiden from her shrine of flowers, 
And bent o’er sheeny mountain and dim plain 
Her way—but left not yet her Theraseean reign 


PANT II, 


HiGH on a mountain of enamell’d head— 
Such as the drowsy shepherd on his bed 


* Sightless—too small to be scen.—Legge. 
+ I have often noticed a peculiar movement of the fire-flies ;—they will 
collect in a body and fly off, fiom a common centre, into innumerable 


radii. 


s « ° Ld J 
t Theraseea, or Therasea, the island mentioned by Seneca, which, in a 
moment, arvse fiom the sea to the eyes of astonished mariners, 
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Of giant pasturage lying at his ease, 

Raising his heavy eyelid, starts and sees 

With many a mutter’d “hope to be forgiven ” 

What time the moon is quadrated in Heaven— 

Of rosy head, that towering far away 

Into the sunlit ether, caught the ray 

Of sunken suns at eve—at noon of night, 

While the moon danc’d with the fair stranger light— 

Uprear’d upon such height arose a pile 

Of gorgeous columns on th’ unburthen’d air, 

Flashing from Parian marble that twin smile 

Far down upon the wave that sparkled there, 

And nursled the young mountain in its lair. 

Of molten stars their pavement, such as fall * 

Thro’ the ebon air, besilvering the pall 

Of their own dissolution, while they die— 

Adorning then the dwellings of the sky. 

A dome, by linked light from Heaven let down, 

Sat gently on these columns as a crown— 

A window of one circular diamond, there, 

Look’d out above into the purple air, 

And rays from God shot down that meteor 
chain 

And hallow’d all the beauty twice again, 

Save when, between th’ Empyrean and that ring, 

Some eager spirit flapp’d his dusky wing. 

But on the pillars Seraph eyes hive seen 

The dimness of this world: that greyish green 

That Nature loves the best for Beauty’s grave 

Lurk’d in each cornice, round each architrave—~— 

And every sculptur’d cherub thereabout 

That from his marble dwelling peeréd out, 

Seem’d earthly in the shadow of his niche— 

Achaian statues in a world so rich } 


* Some star which, from the ruin’d roof 
Of shak’d Olympus, by mischance did fall.—Afilton, 
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Friezes from Tadmor and Persepolis—* 
¥rom Balbec, and the stilly, clear abyss 
Of beautiful Gomorrah! Oh, the wavet 
Is now upon thee—but too late to save ! 


Sound loves to revel in a summer night : 
Witness the murmur of the grey twilight 
That stole upon the ear, in Eyraco, t 
Of many a wild star-gazer long ago— 
That stealeth ever on the ear of him 
Who, musing, gazeth on the distance dim, 
And sees the darkness coming as a cloud— 
Is not its form—its voice—most palpable and loud ?§ 


But what is this ?—it cometh—and it brings 
A music with it—’tis the rush of wings— 
A pause—and then a sweeping, falling strain, 
And Nesace is in her halls again. 
From the wild energy of wanton haste 
Her cheeks were flushing, and her lips apart ; 
The zone that clung around her gentle waist 
Had burst beneath the heaving of her heart. 


* Voltaire, in speaking of Persepolis, says, *‘ Je connois bien l’admira- 
tion qu’ inspirent ces ruincs—mais un palais érigé au pied d’une chaine 
de rochers steriles—peut-il étre un chef d’ceuvre des arts |” 

+ ‘*Oh, the wave” —Ula Deguisi is the Turkish appellation; but, on 
its own shores, it is called Bahar Loth, or Almotanah. There were 
undoubtedly more than two cities engulphed in the ‘dead sea.” In the 
valley of Siddim were five—Adrah, Zeboin, Zoar, Sodom and Gomorrah, 
Stephen of Byzantium mentions eight, and Strabo thirteen (engulphed) 
—but the last is out of all reason. 

It is said [Tacitus, Strabo, Josephus, Daniel of St. Saba, Nau, 
Maundrell, Troilo, D’Arvieux], that after an excessive drought, the 
vestiges of columns, walls, etc., are seen above the surface. At any 
season, such remains may be discovered by looking down into the 
transparent lake, and at such distances as would argue the existence of 
many settlements in the space now usurped by the ‘‘ Asphaltites,” 

t+ Eyraco—Chaldea. 

§ I have often thought I could distinctly hear the sound of the daikness 
as it stole over the horizon. 
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Within the centre of that hall to breathe 

She paus’d and panted, Zanthe ! all bencath, 
The fairy light that kiss’d her golden hair 

And long’d to rest, yet could but sparkle there ! 


Young flowers were whispering in melody * 

To happy flowers that night—and tree to tree ; 
Fountains were gushing music as they fell 

In many a star-lit grove, or moon-light dell ; 

Yet silence came upon material things— 

Fair flowers, bright waterfalls and angel wings— 
And sound alone that from the spirit sprang 
Bore burthen to the charm the maiden sang : 


“ Neath blue-bell or streamer— 
Or tufted wild spray 

That keeps, from the dreamer, 
The moonbeam away— t 

Bright beings! that ponder, 
With half-closing eyes, 

On the stars which your wonder 
Hath drawn from the skies, 

Till they glance thro’ the shade, and 
Come down to your brow 

Like — eyes of the maidon 
Who calls on you now— 

Arise! from your dreaming 
In violet bowers, 

To duty beseeming 
These star-litten hours— 

And shake from your tresses 
Encumber’d with dew 


* Fairies use flowers for their charactery.—Merry Wirrs of Windsor. 

+ In Scripture is this passage—‘‘The sun shall not harm thee by day, 
nor the moon by night.” It is, perhaps, not generally known that the 
moon, in Egypt, has the effect of producing blindness to those who sleep 
with the face exposed to its rays, to which circumstance the pas:age 
evidently alludes, 
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The breath of those kisses 
That cumber them too— 
(O! how, without you, Love! 
Could angels be blest?) 

Those kisses of true love 
That lull’d ye to rest ! 
Up! shake from your wing 
Each hindering thing : 
The dew of the night— 
Tt would weigh down your flight ; 
And true love caresses— 
O! leave them apart ! 
They are light on the tresses, 
But lead on the heart, 


Ligeia! Ligeia ! 

My beautiful one! 
Whose harshest idea 

Will to melody run, 
O'! 1s it thy will 

On the breezes to toss ? 
Or, capriciously still, 

Like the lone Albatross,* 
Incumbent on night 

(As she on the air) 
To keep watch with delight 

On the harmony there? 


Ligeia ! wherever 
Thy image may be, 
No magic shall sever 
Thy music from thee. 
Thou hast bound many eyes 
In a dreamy sleep— 
But the strains still arise 
Which thy vigilance keep— 
* The Albatross 1s sau to sleep on the wing. 
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The sound of the rain 
Which leaps down to the flower, 
And dances again 
In the rhythm of the shower— 
The murmur that springs * 
From the growing of giass 
Are the music of things— 
But are modell’d, alas '— 
Away, then, my dearest, 
O! hie thee away 
To springs that he clearest 
Beneath the moon-ray— 
To lone lake that smiles, 
In its dream of decp rest, 
At the many star-isles 
That enjewel its breast— 
Where wild flowers, creeping, 
Have mingled their shade, 
On its margin is sleeping 
Full many a maid— 
Some have left the cool glade, and 
Have slept with the bee— t 
Arouse them, my maiden, 
On moorland and lea— 


* I met with this idea in an old English tale, which I am now unable 
to obtain and quote from memory :—‘‘ The verie essence and, as it were, 
springe heade and origine of all musiche 1s the verie pleasaunte sounde 
which the trees of the forest do make when they growe.” 

+ The wild bee will not sleep in the shade if there be moonlight. 

The rhyme in this versc, as in one about sixty lines before, has 
an appearance of affectation. It 1s, however, imitated from Sir W. 
Scott, or rather from Claud Halcro—in whose mouth I admiied its 


O! were there an island, 
Tho’ ever so wild, 

Where woman might smile, and 
No man be beguil’d, ete. 
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Go! breathe on their slumber, 
All softly in car, 

The musical number 
They slumber’d to hear— 

For what can awaken 
An angel so soon 

Whose sleep hath been taken 
Beneath the cold moon, 

As the spell which no slumber 
Of witchery may test, 

The rhythmical number 
Which lull’d him to rest?” 


Spirits in wing, and angels to the view, 

A thousand seraphs burst th’ Empyrean thro’, 

Young dreams still hovering on their drowsy flight— 
Seraphs in all but “ Knowledge,” the keen light 

That fell, refracted, thro’ thy bounds afar, 

O Death! from eye of God upon that star: 

Sweet was that error—sweeter still that death— 
Sweet was that error—ev’n with ws the breath 

Of Science dims the mirror of our joy— 

To them ’twere the Simoom, and would destroy— 
For what (to them) availeth it to know 

That Truth is Falsehood—-or that Bliss is Woe ? 
Sweet was their death—with them to die was rife 
With the last ecstasy of satiate life— 

Beyond that death no immortality— 

But sleep that pondereth and is not ‘to be ”— 

And there—oh! may my weary spirit dwell— 
Apart from Heaven’s Eternity—and yet how far from Hell !* 


* With the Arabians there isa medium between JIeaven and Hell, where 


men suffer no punishment, but yet do not attain that tranquil and even 
happiness which they suppose to be charactciistic of heavenly enjoyment. 


Un no rompido sueno— ‘ 
Un dia puro—allegre—libre 
Quiera— 
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What guilty spirit, in what shrubbery dim, 

Heard not the stirring summons of that hymn? 

But two: they fell: for Heaven no grace imparts 

To those who hear not for their beating hearts. 

A maiden-angel and her seraph-lover— 

O! where (and ye may seek the wide skies over) 

Was Love, the blind, near sober Duty known? 

Unguided Love hath fallen—mid “tears of perfect moan.” * 


He was a goodly spirit—he who fell: 

A wanderer by moss-y-mantled well— 

A gazer on the lights that shine above— 

A dreamer in the moonbeam by his love: 
What wonder? for each star is eye-like there, 
And looks so sweetly down on Beauty’s hair— 
And they, and ev’ry mossy spring were holy 
To his love-haunted heart and melancholy. 
The night had found (to him a night of wo) 
Upon a mountain crag, young Angelo— 
Beetling it bends athwart the solemn sky, 
And scowls on starry worlds that down beneath it lie, 
Here sate he with his love—his dark eye bent 
With eagle gaze along the firmament : 

Now turn’d it upon her—but ever then 

It trembled to the orb of EARTH again. 


‘“‘Tanthe, dearest, see! how dim that ray ! 
How lovely ’tis to look so far away ! 


Libie de amor—de zelo— 
De odio—de esperanza—de rezelo.— Luis Ponce de Leon. 


Sorrow is not excluded from ‘‘ Al Aaraaf,” but it is that sorrow which 
the living love to cherish for the dead, and which, in some minds, 
resembles the delirium of opium. The passionate excitement of Love 
and the buoyancy of spirit attendant upon intoxication are its less holy 
pleasnres—the price of which, to those souls who make choice of ‘' Al 
Autaut” as their residence after life, is final death and annilulation. 


* There be tears of perfect moan 
Wept for thee in Helicon. —Ailton, 
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She seemed not thus upon that autumn eve 

I left her gorgeous halls—nor mourned to leave. 
That eve—that eve—I should remember well— 
The sun ray dropped, in Lemnos with a spell 
On th’ Arabesque carving of a gilded hall 
Wherein I sate, and on the draperied wall— 
And on my eye-lids—O, the heavy light ! 

How drowsily it weighed them into night! 

On flowers, before, and mist, and love they ran 
With Persian Saadi in his Gulistan : 

But O, that light !—I slumbered—Death, the while, 
Stole o’er my senses in that lovely isle 

So softly that no single silken hair 

Awoke that slept—or knew that he was there. 


“The last spot of Earth’s orb I trod upon 
Was a proud temple called the Parthenon , * 
More beauty clung around her columned wall 
Than even thy glowing bosom beats withal,t 
And when old Time my wing did disenthral 
Thence sprang I—as the eagle from his tower, 
And years I left behind me in an hour. 

What time upon her airy bounds I hung, 
One half the garden of her globe was flung 
Unrolling as a chart unto my view— 
Tenantless cities of the desert too ! 

Ianthe, beauty crowded on me then, 

And half I wished to be again of men.” 


“ My Angelo! and why of them to be? 

A brighter dwelling-place is here for thee— 
And greener fields than in yon world above, 
And woman’s loveliness—and passionate love.” 


* It was entire in 1687—the most elevated spot in Athens. 
+ Shadowing more beauty in their airy brows 


Than have the white breasts of the queen of love. —Marlowe. 
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“ But list, Ianthe! when the air so soft 
Failed, as my pennoned spirit leapt aloft,* 
Perhaps my brain grew dizzy—but the world 
I left so late was into chaos hurled, 

Sprang from her station, on the winds apart, 
And rolled a flame, the fiery Heaven athwart. 
Methought, my sweet one, then I ceased to svar, 
And fell—not swiftly as Il rose before, 

But with a downward, tremulous motion thro’ 
cight, brazen rays, this golden star unto! 

Nor long the measure of my falling hours, 

For nearest of all stars was thine to ours— 
Dread star! that came, amid a night of mirth, 
A red Dedalion on the timid Earth.” 


“We came—and to thy Earth—but not to us 
Be given our lady’s bidding to discuss : 

We came, my love; around, above, below, 
Gay fire-fly of the night we come and go, 
Nor ask a reason save the angel-nod 

She grants to us as granted by her God— 
But, Angelo, than thine grey Time unfurled 
Never his fairy wing o’er fairer world ! 

Dim was its little disk, and angel eyes 

Alone could see the phantom in the skies, 
When first Al Aaraaf knew her course to be 
Headlong thitherward o’er the starry sea— 
“But when its glory swelled upon the sky, 

As glowing Beauty’s bust beneath man’s eye, 
We paused before the heritage of men, 

And thy star trembled—as doth Beauty then !” 


Thus in discourse, the lovers whiled away 
The night that waned and waned and brought nn day 
They fell: for Heaven to them no hope imparts 
Who hear not for the beating of their hearts. 
1829, 
* Pennon, for pinion. —Afilton. 
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KIND solace in a dying hour ! 
Such, father, is not (now) my theme — 
I will not madly deem that power 
Of Earth may shrive me of the sin 
Unearthly pride hath revelled n—~ 
I have no time to dote or dream: 
You call it hope—that fire of fire ! 
It is but agony of desire: 
If I can hope—O God! I can— 
Its fount is holier—more divine— 
I would not call thee fool, old man, 
But such is not a gift of thine. 


Know thou the secret of a spirit 

Bowed from its wild pride into shama 
O yearning heart! I did inherit 

Thy withering portion with the fame, 
The searing glory which hath shone 
Aimid the Jewels of my throne, 
Halo of Hell! and with a pain 
Net Hell shall make me fear again—- 
O craving heart, for the lost flowers 
And sunshine of my summer hours! 
The undying voice of that dead time, 
With its interminable chime, 
Rings, in the spirit of a spell, 
Upon thy emptiness—a knell. 


IT have not always been as now: 
The fevered diadem on my brow 
I claimed and won usurpingly— 
Hath not the same fierce heirdom given 
Rome to the Czesar—this to me? 
The heritage of a kingly mind, 
And a proud spirit which hath striven 
Triumphantlv with human kind. 
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On mountain soil I first drew life: 
The mists of the Taglay have shed 
Nightly their dews upon my head, 

And, I believe, the winged strife 

And tumult of the headlong air 

Have nestled in my very hair. 


So late from Heaven—that dew—it fell 
(Mid dreams of an unholy night) 
Upon me with the touch of Hell, 
While the red flashing of the iight 
From clouds that hung, like banners, o’er, 
Appeared to my half-closing eye 
The pageantry of monarchy ; 
And the deep trumpet-thunder’s roar 
Came hurriedly upon me, telling 
Of human battle, where my voice, 
My own voice, silly child !—was swelling 
(O! how my spirit would rejoice, 
And leap within me at the cry) 
The battle-c1y of Victory ! 


The rain came down upon my head 
Unsheltered—and the heavy wind 
Rendered me mad and deaf and blind. 

It was but man, I thought, who shed 
Laurels upon me: and the rush— 

The torrent of the chilly air 

Gurgled within my ear the crush 
Of empires—with the captive’s prayer— 

The hum of suitors—and the tone 

Of flattery round a sovereign’s throne. 


My passions, from that hapless hour, 
Usurped a tyranny which men 
Have deemed since I have reached to power, 
My innate nature—be it so: 
But, father, there lived one who, then, 
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Then—in my boyhood—when their fire 
Burned with a still intenser glow 

(For passion must, with youth, expire) 
Een then who knew this iron heart 
In woman’s weakness had a part, 


I have no words—alas !—to tell 
The loveliness of loving well! 
Nor would I now attempt to trace 
The more than beauty of a face 
Whose lineaments, upon my mind, 
Are ——— shadows on th’ unstable wind : 
Thus I remember having dwelt 
Some page of early lore upon, 
With loitering eye, till I have felt 
The letters—with their meaning—melt 
To fantasies—with none. 


O, she was worthy of all love! 
Love as in infancy was mine— 
"Twas such as angel minds above 
Might envy ; her young heart the shrine 
On which my every hope and thought 
Were incense—then a goodly gift, 
For they were childish and upright— 
Pure—as her young example taught: 
Why did I leave it, and, adrift, 
Trust to the fire within, for light ? 


We grew in age—and love—together— 
Roaming the forest, and the wild ; 

My breast her shield in wintry weather-— 
And, when the friendly sunshine smiled. 

And she would mark the opening skies, 

I saw no Heaven—but in her eyes. 

Young Love’s first lesson is ——— the heart : 
For ’mid that sunshine, and those smiles, 
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When, from our little cares apart, 
And laughing at her girlish wiles, 
I’d throw me on her throbbing breast, 
And pour my spirit out in tears— 
There was no need to speak the rest— 

No need to quiet any fears 
Of her—who asked no reason why, 
But turned on me her quiet eye! 


Yet more than worthy of the love 
My spirit struggled with, and strove, 
When, on the mountain peak, alone, 
Ambition lent it a new tone— 
I had no being—but in thee: 
The world, and all it did contain 
In the earth—the air—the sea— 
Its joy—its lttle lot of pain 
That was new pleasure—the ideal, 
Dim, vanities of dreams by nght— 
And dimmer nothings which were real— 
(Shadows—and a more shadowy hyht !) 
Parted upon their misty wings, 
And, so, confusedly, became 
Thine image and—a name—a name! 
Two separate—yet most intimate things. 


I was ambitious—have you known 

The passion, father? You have not; 
A cottager, I marked a throne 
Of half the world as all my own, 

And murmured at such lowly lot— 
But, just hke any other dream, 

Upon the vapour of the dew 
My own had past, did not the beam 

Of beauty which did while it thro’ 
The minute—the hour—the day—oppress 
My mind with double loveliness, 
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We walked together on the crown 
Of a high mountain which looked down 
Afar from its proud natural towers 
Of rock and forest, on the hills— 
The dwindled hills! begirt with bowers 
And shouting with a thousand rills. 


I spoke to her of power and pride, 
But mystically—in such guise 
That she might deem it nought beside 
The moment’s converse ; in her eyes 
I read, perhaps too carelessly — 
A mingled feeling with my own— 
The flush on her bright cheek, to me 
Seemed to become a queenly throne 
Too well that 1 should let it be 
Light in the wilderness alone. 


I wrapped myself in grandeur then, 
And donned a visionary crown— 
Yet it was not that Fantasy 
Had thrown her mantle over me— 
But that, among the rabble—men, 
Lion ambition is chained down ~ 
And crouches to a keeper’s hand— 
Not so in deserts where the grand— 
The wild—the terrible conspire 
With their own bieath to fan his fire. 


Look ’10und thee now on Samarcand !— 
Is she not queen of Earth? her pride 
Above all cities? in her hand 
Their destinies ? in all beside 
Of glory which the world hath known 
Stands she not nobly and alone? 
Falling—her veriest stepping-stone 
Shall form the pedestal of a throne— 
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And who her sovereign? Timonr—he 
Whom the astonished people saw 
Striding o’er empires haughtily 
A diademed outlaw! 
O, human love! thou spirit given, 
On Earth, of all we hope in Heaven ! 
Which fall’st into the soul like rain 
Upon the Siroc-withered plain, 
And, failing in thy power to bless, 
But leav’st the heart a wilderness ! 
Idea! which bindest life around 
With music of so strange a sound 
And beauty of so wild a birth— 
Farewell! for I have won the Earth. 


When Hope, the eagle that towered, could see 
No cliff beyond him in the sky, 

His pinions were bent droopingly— 
And homeward turned his softened eye. 

’"Twas sunset : when the sun will part 

There comes a sullenness of heart 

To him who still would look upon 

The glory of the summer sun. 

That soul will hate the ev’ning mist 

So often lovely, and will list 

To the sound of the coming darkness (known 

To those whose spirits hearken) as one 

Who, in a dream of night, would fly, 

But cannot, from a danger nigh. 


What tho’ the moon—tho’ the white moon 
Shed all the splendour of her noon, 

Her smile is chilly—and her beam, 

In that time of dreariness, will seem 

(So like you gather in your breath) 

A portrait taken after death. 

And boyhood is a summer sun 

Whose waning is the dreariest one— 
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For all we live to know is known, 

And all we seek to keep hath flown— 

Let life, then, as the day-flower, fall 

With the noon-day beauty—which is all. 

I reached my home—my home no more— 
For all had flown who made it so. 

I passed from out its mossy door, 

And, tho’ my tread was soft and low, 
A voice came from the threshold stone 
Of one whom I had earlier known— 

O, I defy thee, Hell, to show 

On beds of fire that burn below, 

An humbler heart—a deeper woe. 


Father, I firmly do believe— 
I know—for Death who comes for me 
From regions of the blest afar, 
Where there is nothing to deceive, 
Hath left his iron gate ajar, 
And rays of truth you cannot see 
Axe flashing thro’ Eternity 
I do believe that Eblis hath 
A snare in every human path— 
Else how, when in the holy grove 
I wandered of the idol, Love,— 
Who daily scents his snowy wings 
With incense of burnt offerings 
From the most unpolluted things, 
Whose pleasant bowers are yet so riven 
Above with trellised rays from Heaven 
No mote may shun—no tiniest fly— 
The light’ning of his eagle eye— 
TIow was it that Ambition crept, 
Unseen, amid the revels there, 
Till growing bold, he laughed and leapt 
In the tangles of Love’s very hair ? 
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TO HELEN. 


HELEN, thy beauty is to me 
Like those Nicean barks of yore, 
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea, 
The weary, wayworn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 


On desperate seas long wont to roam, 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 

To the glory that was Greece, 
To the grandeur that was Rome. 


Lo! in yon brilliant window niche, 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 
The agate lamp within thy hand ! 
Ah, Psyche, from the regions which 
Are Holy Land! 
1831 


THE VALLEY OF UNREST. 


Once it smiled a silent dell - 
Where the people did not dwell ; 
They had gone unto the wars, 
Trusting to the mild-eyed stars, 
Nightly, from their azure towers, 
To keep watch above the flowers, 
In the midst of which all day 
The red sun-light lazily lay. 

Now each visitor shall confess 
The sad valley’s restlessness. 
Nothing there is motionless— 
Nothing save the airs that brood 
Over the magic solitude, 
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Ah, by no wind are stirred those trees 
That palpitate like the chill seas 

Around the misty Hebrides ! 

Ah, by no wind those clouds are driven 
That rustle through the unquiet Heaven 
Unceasinugly, from morn till even, 

Over the violets there that le 

In myriad types of the human eye— 
Over the lilies there that wave 

And weep above a nameless grave! 

They wave :—from out their fragrant tops 
Eternal dews come down in drops. 

They weep :—from off their delicate stems 
Perennial tears descend in gems. 


ISRAFEL.* 


In Heaven a spirit doth dvell 
“Whose heart-strings are a lute ;” 

None sing so wildly well 

As the angel Israfel, 

And the giddy Stars (so legends tell), 

Ceasing their hymns, attend the spell 
Of his voice, all mute. 


Tottering above 
In her highest noon, 
The enamoured Moon 
Blushes with love, 
While, to listen, the red Jevin 
(With the rapid Pleiads, even, 
Which were seven), 
Pauses in Heaven, 


* And the angel Isiafel, whose hedit stings are a lute, and who has 


the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures, —XKoran. 
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And they say (the starry choir 
And the other listening things} 
That Israfeli’s fire ~ 

Is owing to that lyre 

By which he sits and sings— 
The trembling hving wire 
Of those unusual strings. 


But the skies that angel trod, 

Where deep thoughts are a duty— 
Where Love’s a grow-up God— 

Where the Houri glances are 
Imbued with all the beauty 

Which we worship in a star. 


Therefo1e, thou art not wrong, 
Israfeli, who despisest 
An unimpassioned song ; 
To thee the laurels belong, 
Best bard, because the wisest ! 
Merrily live and long! 


The ecstasies above 
With thy burning measures suit— 
Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love 
With the fervour of thy lute— 
Well may the stars be mute! 


Yes, Heaven is thine; but this 
Is a world of sweets and sours, 
Our flowers are merely——flowers, 
And the shadow of thy perfect bliss 
Is the sunshine of ours. 


If I could dwell 
Where Israfel , 
Hath dwelt, and he where I, 
G 
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He might not sing so wildly well 
A mortal melody, 
While a bolder note than this might swell 
From my lyre within the sky. 
1836, 


LTO —— 


I HBED not that my earthly lot 
Hath—little of Earth in it— 

That years of love have been forgot 
In the hatred of a minute :— 

I mourn not that the desolate 
Are happier, sweet, than I, 

But that you sorrow for my fate 
Who am a passer-by. 

1829. 


TO —~ 


THE bowers whereat, in dreams, I see 
The wantonest singing birds, 

Are lips—and all thy melody 
Of lip-begotten words— 


Thine eyes, in Heaven of heart enshrined 
Then desolately fall, 

O God! on my funereal mind 
Like starlight on a pall— 


Thy heart—thy heart |—I wake and sigh, 
And sleep to dream till day 
Of the truth that gold can never buy— 
Of the baubles that it may. 
1829, 


TO THE RIVER —— 


TO THE RIVER 


Farr river! in thy bright, clear flow 
Of crystal, wandering water, 
Thou art an emblem of the glow 
Of beauty—the unhidden heart— 
The playful maziness of art 
In old Alberto’s daughter ; 


But when within thy wave she looks— 
Which glistens then, and trembles— 

Why, then, the prettiest of brooks 
Her worshipper resembles ; 

For in his heart, as in thy stream, 
Her image deeply lies— 

Ilis heart which trembles at the beam 
Of her soul-searching eyes. 





1829. 
SONG. 
I saw thee on thy bridal day— 
When a burning blush came o’er thee, 


Though happiness around thee lay, 
The world all love before thee: 


And in thine eye a kindling light 
(Whatever it might be) 

Was all on Earth my aching sight 
Of Loveliness could see. 


That blush, perhaps, was maiden shame— 
As such it well may pass— 

Though its glow hath raised a fiercer flame 
In the breast of him, alas! 


Who saw thee on that bridal day, 
When that deep blush would come o’er thee, 
Though happiness around thee lay, 


The world all lowe before thee. 
1827, 
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SPIRITS OF THE DEAD. 


Tuy soul shall find itself alone 
"Mid dark thoughts of the grey tomb stone— 
Not one, of all the crowd, to pry 
Into thine hour of secrecy. 
Be silent in that solitude 

Which is not loneliness—for then 
The spirits of the dead who stood 

In life before thee are again 
In death around thee—and their will 
Shall overshadow thee : be still. 
The night—tho’ clear—shall frown— 
And the stars shall not look down 
From their high thrones in the Heaven, 
With light like Hope to mortals given— 
But their red orbs, without beam, 
To thy weariness shall seem 
As a burning and a fever 
Which would cling to thee for ever. 
Now are thoughts thou shalt not banish— 
Now are visions ne’er to vanish— 
From thy spirit shall they pass 
No more—like dew-drops from the grass, 
The breeze-—-the breath of God—is still— 
And the mist upon the hill 
Shadowy—shadowy—yet unbroken, 
Is a symbol and a token— 
How it hangs upon the trecs, 
A mystery of mysterics ! 


A DREAM. 


In visions of the dark night 
I have dreamed of joy departed— 
But a waking dream of life and light 
Hath left me broken-hearted. 
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Ah! what is not a dream by day 
To him whose eyes are cast 
On things around him with a ray 
Turned back upon the past 4 


That holy dream—that holy dream, 
While all the world were chiding, 

Hath cheered me as a lovely beam, 
A lonely spirit guiding. 

What though that light, thro’ storm and night, 
So trembled from afar— 

What could there be more purely bright 


In Truth’s day star ? 
1827. 


nen ce etree eens nan mrarenenee 


ROMANCE. 


ROMANCE, who loves to nod and sing, 
With drowsy head and folded wing, 
Among the green leaves as they shake 
Far down within some shadowy lake, 
To me a painted paroquet 

Hath been—a most familiar bird— 
Taught me my alphabet to say— 

To lsp my very earliest word 

While in the wild wood I did lie, 

A. child—with a most knowing eye. 


Of late, eternal Condor years 
So shake the very Heaven on high 
With tumult as they thunder by, 
I have no time for idle cares 
Though gazing on the unquiet sky. 
And when an hour with calmer wings 
Its down upon my spirit flings— 
That little time with lyre and rhyme 
To while away—forlidden things ! 
My heart would feel to be a ermme 
Unless it trembled with the strings. 
1829, 
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FAIRYLAND. 


Dim vales—and shadowy floods— 
And cloudy-looking woods, 

Whose forms we can’t discover 

For the tears that drip all over 
Huge moons there wax and wane— 
Again—again—again— 

Every moment of the night— 

For ever changing places— 

And they put out the star-light 
With the breath from their pale faces, 
About twelve by the moon-dial 
One more filmy than the rest 

(A kind which, upon trial, 

They have found to be the best) 
Comes down—still down—and down 
With its centre on the crown 

Of a mountain’s eminence, 

While its wide circumference 

In easy drapery falls 

Over hamlets, over halls, 

Wherever they may be— 

O’er the strange woods—o’er the sea— 
Over spirits on the wing— 

Over every drowsy thing— 

And buries them up quite 

In a labyrinth of light— 

And then, how deep !—O, deep! 

Is the passion of their sleep. 

In the morning they arise, 

And their moony covering 

Is soaring in the skies, 

With the tempests as they toss, 
Like——almost any thing— 

Or a yellow Albatross, 
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They use that moon no more 
For the same end as before— 
Videlicet a tent— 

Which I think extravagant : 
Its atomies, however, 

Into a shower dissever, 

Of which those butterflies, 

Of Earth, who seek the skies, 
And so come down again 
(Never-contented things !) 
Have brought a specimen 
Upon their quivering wings. 


THE LAKE. TO —— 


IN spring of youth it was my lot 

To haunt of the wide world a spot 

The which I could not love the less— 
So lovely was the loneliness 

Of a wild lake, with black rock bound, 
And the tall pines that towered around. 


But when the Night had thrown her pall 
Upon that spot, as upon all, 

And the mystic wind went by 
Murmuring in melody— 

Then—ah, then, 1 would awake 

To the terror of the lone lake. 


Yet that terror was not fright, 

But a tremulous delight— 

A feeling not the jewelled mine 

Could teach or bribe me to define— 

Nor Love—although the Love were thine. 
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Death was in that poisonous wave, 
And in its gulf a fitting grave 
For him who thence could solace bring 
To his lone imagining— 
Whose solitary soul could make 
An Eden of that dim lake. 

1827. 


EVENING STAR. 


"TWAS noontide of summer, 
And midtime of night, 
And stars, in their orbits, 
Shone pale, through the light 
Of the brighter, cold moon. 
’Mid planets her slaves, 
Herself in the Heavens, 
Her beam on the waves. 


I gazed awhile 
On her cold smile ; 

Too cold—too cold for me— 
There passed, as a shroud, 
A fleecy cloud, 

And I turned away to thee, 
Proud Evening Star, 

In thy glory afar 

And dearer thy beam shall be ; 
For joy to my heurt 
Is the proud part 

Thou bearest in Heaven at night, 
And more I admire 
Thy distant fire, 

Than that colder, lowly light. 

1827. 
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IMITATION. 


A DARK unfathomed tide 

Of interminable pride— 

A mystery, and a dream, 

Should my early life seem ; 

I say that dream was fraught 

With a wild and waking thouglit 

Of beings that have been, 

Which my spirit hath not seen, 

Had I let them pass me by, 

With a dreaming eye ! 

Let none of earth inherit 

That vision on my spirit ; 

Those thoughts I would contzol, 

As a spell upon his soul. 

For that bright hope at last 

And that hght time have past, 

And my worldly rest hath gone 

With a sigh as it passed on: 

I care not though it perish 

With a thought I then did cherish. 
1827. 


“THE WAPPIEST DAY.” 


T: 
Tie happiest day—the happiest hour 
My seared and blighted heart hath known, 
The highest hope of pride and power, 
I feel hath flown. 


Il. 
Of power! said I? Yes! such I ween 
But they have vanished long, alas! 
The visions of my youth have been— 
But let them pass. 
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II, 
And pride, what have I now with thee ? 
Another brow may ev’n inherit 
The venom thou hast poured on me— 
Be still my spirit ! 
IV. 

The happiest day—the happiest hour 
Mine eyes shall see—have ever seen 
The brightest glance of pride and power 

I feel have been : 
V. 
But were that hope of pride and powcr 
Now offered with the pain 
Ev’n then I felt—that brightest hour 
I would not live again : 
VI. 
For on its wing was dark alloy 
And as i+ fluttered—fell 
A-d awhile powerful to destroy 
her cold smat knew it well. 


189" Cold—¢ 
Lh ere Nae te ae hao oe ast 
A fl 
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HYMN TO ARISTOGEITON AND HARMODIUS. 


Translation from the Greek. 


tr, 


WREATHED in myrtle, my sword I'll conceal, 


Like those champions devoted and brave, 


When they plunged in the tyrant their steel, 


And to Athens deliverance gave. 
Il. 


Beloved heroes! your deathless souls roam 


In the joy breathing isles of the blest ; 


Where the mighty of old have their home— 


Where Achilles and Diomed rest. 
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Tif. 


In fresh myrtle my blade I'll entwine, 
Like Harmodius, the gallant and good, 
When he made at the tutelar shrine 
A libation of Tyranny’s blood. 


IV. 


Ye deliverers of Athens from shame! 
Ye avengers of Liberty’s wrongs ! 
Endless ages shall cherish your fame, 
Embalmed in their echoing songs ! 
1827 ? 


DREAMS. 


Ou! that my young life were a lasting dream ! 

My spirit not awakening, till the beam 

Of an Eternity should bring the morrow. 

Yes! though that long dream were of hopeless sorrow, 

”T were better than the cold reality 

Of waking life, to him whose heart must be, 

And hath been still, upon the lovely earth, 

A chaos of deep passion, from his birth. 

But should it be—that dream eternally 

Continuing—as dreams have been to me 

In my young boyhood—should it thus be given, 

’Twere folly still to hope for higher Heaven. 

For I have revelled when the sun was bright 

T the summer sky, in dreams of living light 

And loveliness,—have left my very heart 

Inclines of my imaginary apart * 

From mine own home, with beings that have been 

Of mine own thought—what more could I have seen ? 

"T'was once—and only onge—and the wild hour 

From my remembrance shall not pass—-some power 
* In climes of mine imagining apart /—Ep. 
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Or spell had bound me—’twas the chilly wind 
Came o’er me in the night, and left behind 

Its image on my spirit—or the moon 

Shone on my slumbers in her lofty noon 

Too coldly—or the stars—howe’er it was 

That dream was as that night wind—let it pass. 
I have ven happy, though in a dream. 

I have been happy—and I love the theme: 
Dreams! in their vivid colouring of life 

As 1n that fleeting, shadowy, misty stzife 

Of semblance with reality which brings 

To the delirious eye, more lovely things 

Of Paradise and Love—and all my own '— 
Than young Hope in his sunniest hour hath known. 





“IN YOUTH I HAVE KNOWN ONE.” 


How often we forget all tune, uhen lone 

Admuing Nature's univer sad throne , 

Ller woods—her wlds—hir mountains— the cntense 
Reply of Hers to Our entelligence / 


i 

In youth I have known one with whom the Earth 
' In secret communing held—as he with it, 
In daylight, and in beauty, from his birth 

Whose fervid, flickering torch of lite was lit 
From the sun and stars, whence he had drawn forth 

A passionate light such for his spirit was ft— 
And yet that spirit knew—not in the hour 
Of its own fervour—what had o’er it power. 


Il. 


Perhaps it may be that my mind 1s wrought 
To a ferver * by the moonbeam that hangs o’cr, 
But I will half believe that wild hght fraught 
With more of sovereignty than ancient lore 
* Query ‘fervour ” ?—Ep. 
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Hath ever told—or is it of a thought 

The unembodied essence, and no more 
That with a quickening spell doth o’er us pass 
As dew of the night-time, o’er the summe1 grass? 


Il, 
Doth o’er us pass, when, as th’ expanding eye 
To the loved object-—so the tear to the lid 
Will start, which lately slept in apathy 4 
And yet it need not be—(that object) hid 
Fiom us in life—but common—which doth he 
Each hour before us—but then only bid 
With a strange sound, as of a harp-string biohen 
T’ awake us—’Tis a symbol and a tohen— 


TV. 

Of what in other worlds shall be—and given 

In beauty by our God, to those alone 
. Who otherwise would fall from life and Heaven 
Ms Drawn by their heart’s passion, and that tone 
OPhat high tone of the spirit which hath striven 
\k Though not with Faith—with godliness—whose throne 
"AVith desperate energy ‘t hath beaten down , 
Wearing its own deep feeling as a crown. 


A PAGAN. 


I. 
IIow shall the burial rite be read 2 
The solemn song be sung ? 
The requiem for the loveliest dead, 
That ever died so young ? 


Il. 
Iler friends are gazing on her, 
And on her gaudy bier, 
And weep !—oh ! to dishonour 
Dead beauty with a tear! 
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TIL. 
They loved her for her wealth— 
And they hated her for her pride— 
But she grew in feeble health, 
And they love her—that she diced. 


IV. 
They tell me (while they speak 
Of her “costly broider’d pall”) 
That my voice is growing weak— 
That I should not sing at all— 


Vv. 
Or that my tone should be 
Tun’d to such solemn song 
So mournfully—so mournfully, 
That the dead may feel no wrong. 


VI. 
But she is gone above, 
With young Hope at her side, 
And I am drunk with love 
Of the dead, who is my bride.— 


Vil. 
Of the dead—dead who lies 
All perfum’d there, 
With the death upon her eyes, 
And the life upon her hair. 


VIII. 
Thus on the coffin loud and long 
I strike—the murmur sent 
Through the grey chambers to my song, 
Shall be the accompaniment. 


IX, 
Thou diedst in thy life’s June— 
But thou didst not die too fair : 
Thou didst not die too soon, 
Nor with too calm an air. 


NOTES, Ui 


xX. 
From more than friends on earth, 
Thy life and love are riven, 
To join the untainted mirth 
Of more than thrones in heaven..- 


XI. 
Therefore, to thee this night 
I will no requiem raise, 
But waft thee on thy flight, 
With a Pean of old days. 


NOTES. 


30. On the ‘‘ Poems written in Youth” little comment is needed. This 
section includes the pieces printed for first volume of 1827 (which was 
subsequently suppressed), such poems from the first and second published 
volumes of 1829 and 1831 as have not already been given in their 
revised versions, and a few others collected from various sources. ‘Al 
Aaraaf”’ first appeared, with the sonnet ‘‘To Silence” prefixed to it, in 
1829, and is, substantially, as originally issued. In the edition for 1831, 
however, this poem, its author’s longest, was introduced by the follow- 
ing twenty-nine lines, which have been omitted in all subsequent 
collections :— 


AL AARAAF, 


Mysterious star ! 

Thou wert my dream 

All a long summer night— 
Be now my theme ! 

By this clear stream, 

Of thee will I write ; 
Meantime from afar 

Bathe me in light ! 


Thy world has not the dross of ours, 
Yet all the beauty—all the flowers 
That list our love or deck our bowers 
In dreamy gardens, where do lie 
Dreamy maidens all the day ; 

While the silyer winds of Citcassy 
On violet couches faint away. 
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Little—oh ! little dwells in thee 
Like unto what on earth we see ; 
Beauty’s eye 1s here the blucst 
In the falsest and untruest— 
On the sweetest air doth float 
The most sad and solemn note— 
If with thee be broken hearts, 
Joy so peacefully departs, 

That its echo stil] doth dwell, 
Like the murmur in the shell. 
Thou ! thy truest type of grief 
1s the gently falling leaf— 
Thou! thy framing is so holy 
Sorrow is not melancholy. 


31. The earliest version of ‘‘Tamerlano” was included in the sup- 
pressed volume of 1827, but differs very considerably from the poem as 
now published, The present draft, besides innumerable verbal alterations 
and improvements upon the original, is more carefully punctuated, and, the 
lines being indented, presents a more pleasing appearance, to the eye at 
least. 

32. ‘*To Helen” first appeared in the 1831 volume, as did also ‘‘ The 
Valley of Unrest” (as ‘The Valley Nis”), ‘‘Israfel,” and one or two 
others of the youthful picces. The poem styled ‘‘ Romance” constituted 
the Preface of the 1829 volume, but with the addition of the following 
lines :— 

Succeeding years, too wild for song, 
Then rolled like tropic storms along, 
Where, though the garish lights that fly 
Dying along the troubled sky, 

Lay bare, through vistas thunder riven, 
The blackness of the general Heaven, 
That very blackness yet doth fling 
Light on the hghtning’s silver wing. 


For being an idle boy lang syne, 

Who read Anacreon and drank wine, 

I early found Anacreon 1hymes 

Were almost passionate sometimes— 
And by strange alchemy of brain 

His pleasures always turned to pain— 
His naiveté to wild desire— 

His wit to love—his wine to fire— 
And so, being young and dipt in folly, 
I fell in love with melancholy, 
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And used to throw my earthly rest 

And quiet all away 1p jest— 

I could not love eacept whe1e Death 

Was mingling his with Beauty’s breith — 
Or, Ilymen, Time, and Destiny, 

Were stalking between her and me. 

But now my soul hath too much room— 
(Jone are the glory ant the gloom — 

The black hath mclHow’d into gicy, 

And all the fires irc fiding away. 


My driught of pas ier hath been deep 
Ticvell’d, and J now would slecp — 
And after drunker ness of soul 
Succecds the glo1ws of the how 1l— 

An idle longing night and day 

To dieam my very life away 


But dieams—ot those who dream 15 J, 
Aspningly, are dimned, and dit. 
Yet should I swear I mean alone, 

Bv notes so very shrilly blown, 

To break upon Timc’s monotone, 
While yet my vapid joy and gricf 
Are tintless of the yellow le if-— 
Why not an imp the ereybeard hath, 
Will shike his shadow in my path - 
And (en the greybeard will o’tilook 
Connivinzly my dicuning } ook 


DOUBTFUL POEMS, 


ALONT. 


From childhood’s hour | have not been 
As others were—I have not seen 

As others saw—I could not bring 

My passions from a common spring— 
I’rom the same source I have not taken 
My sorrow—lI could not awaken 

My heart to joy at the same tone— 
And all T loved—Z loved alonc— 
Thou—in my childhood—in the dawn 
Of a most stormy life—was drawn 
From every depth of good and ill 
The mystery which binds me still-- 
From the torrent, or the fountain— 
From the red cliff of the mountain— 
From the sun that round me roll'd 

In its autumn tint ef gold— 

From the lightning in the sky 

As it passed me flying by— 

From the thunder and the storm— 
And the cloud that took the form 
(When the rest of Lleaven was blue) 
Of a demon in my view. 


March 17, 1829. 
14 
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TO ISADORE. 


I. 

DENEATH the vine clad eaves, 

Whose shadows fall before 

Thy lowly cottage door— 
Under the lilac’s tremulous lea, es— 
Within thy snowy clasped hand 

The purple flowers it bore. 
Last eve in dreams, I saw thee stand, 
Like queenly nymph from Fairy land— 
Enchantress of the flowery wand, 

Most heauteous Isadore ! 


II. 
And when I bade the dream 

Upon thy spirit flee, 

Thy violet eyes to me 
Upturned, did overflowing seem 
With the deep, untold dehght 

Of Love’s serenity ; 

Thy classic brow, like lilies white 
And pale as the Imperial Night 
Upon her throne, with stars bedight, 

Enthralled my soul to thee! 


TH. 

Ah! ever I behold 

Thy dreamy, passionate eyes, 

3lue as the languid skies 

Hung with the sunsct’s fringe of gold ; 
Now strangely clear thine image grows, 

And olden memories 
Are startled from their long repose 
Like shadows on the silent snows 
When suddenly the night-wind blows 


Where aniet moonlight lies. 
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IV. 

Like musie heard im dreams, 

Take strains of harps unknown, 

Of birds for ever flown— 
Audible as the voice of streams 
That murmur in some leafy dell, 

T hear thy gentlest tone, 
And Silence cometh with her spell 
Jake that which on my tongue doth dwell, 
When tremulous 1n dreams [ tell 

My love to thee alone} 


V. 
In every valley heard, 
Flvating from tree to tree, 
Less beautiful to me, 
Che music of the radiant bird, 
Than artless accents such 15 thine 
Whose echocs never fiee! 
Ah! how for thy sweet voice T pine — 
For uttured in thy tones benizn 
(Enchantress '!) this rude naine of mine 
Doth secm a melody ! 


THL VILLAGE SIRLLMT, 


IN these rapid, restless shadows, 
Once I wiuked at eventade, 

When v gentle, silent maiden, 
Walked in beauty at my side. 

She alone there walked heside ne 
All in beauty, hke a biide 


TDatidly the mooi was shininz 
On the dewy meadows mgh, 
On the silvery, silent rivers, 
On the mountains tar and high 
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On the ocean’s star-lit wateta, 
Where the winds a-weary die. 


Slowly, silently we wandered 

From the open cottage door, 
Underneath the elm’s long branches 

To the pavement bending o’er ; 
Underneath the mossy willow 

And the dying sycamore. 


With the myriad stars in beauty 
All bedight, the heavens were scen, 

Radiant hopes weie bright around me, 
Like the light of stars serene , 

Like the mellow midnight splendour 
Of the Night’s irradiate queen. 


Audibly the elm-leaves whispered 
Peaceful, pleasant melodics, 

Like the distant murmured music 
Of unquict, lovely seas ; 

While the winds were hushed in slumber 
In the fragrant flowers and t:ces. 


Wondrous and unwonted beauty 
Still adorning all did seem, 

While I told my love in fables 
"Neath the willows by the streain ; 

Would the heart have kept unspoken 
Love that was its rarest dream ! 


Instantly away we wandered 
In the shadowy twilight tide, 
She, the silent, scornful maiden, 
Walking calmly at my side, 
With a step serene and stately, 
All in beauty, all in pride. 
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Vacantly I walked beside her. 
On the earth mine eyes were cast ; 
Swift and keen there came unto me 
Bitter memories of the past— 
On me, like the rain in Autumn 
On the dead leaves, cold and fast. 


Underneath the elms we parted, 
By the lowly cottage door ; 

One brief word alone was uttered— 
Never on our lips before ; 

And away I walked forlornly, 
Broken-hearted evermore. 


Slowly, silently I loitered, 
Homeward, in the night, alone ; 

Sudden anguish bound my spirit, 
That my youth had never known ; 

Wild unrest, like that which cometh 
When the Night’s first dream hath flown. 


Now, to me the elm-leaves whisper 
Mad, discordant melodies, 

And keen melodies like shadows 
Haunt the moaning willow trees, 

And the sycamores with laughter 
Mock me in the nightly breeze. 


Sad and pale the Autumn moonlight 
Through the sighing foliage streams ; 

And each morning, midnight shadow, 
Shadow of my sorrow seems ; 

Strive, O heart, forget thine idol! 
And, O soul, forget thy dreams! 
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"Tis said that when 
The hands of men 
Tamed this primeval wood, 
And hoary trees with groans of wo, 
Like warriors by an unknown foe, 
Were in their strength subdued, 
The virgin Earth 
Gave instant birth 
To springs that ne’er did flow— 
That in the sun 
Did rivulets run, 
And all around rare flowers did blow— 
The wild rose pale 
Perfumed the gale, 
And the queenly lily adown the dale 
(Whom the sun and the dew 
And the winds did woo), 
With the gourd and the grape luxuriant grew 


So when In tears 
The love of years 
Ts wasted like the snow, 
And the fine fibrils of its life 
By the rude wrong of instant strife 
Are broken at a blow— 
Within the heart 
Do springs upstart 
Of which it doth now know, 
Aud strange, sweet dreams, 
Like silent streams 
That from new fountains overflow, 
With the earlier tide 
Of rivers glide 
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Deep in the heart whose hope has died— 
Quenching the fires its ashes hide,— 
Its ashes, whence will spring and grow 
Sweet flowers, ere long,— 
The rare and radiant flowers of song! 


NOT MS. 

Of the many verges from time to time ascribed to the pen of Edgar Poe, 
aud not included among his known writings, the lines entitled ‘‘ Alone’ 
have the chief claim to our notice. Fac-simile copies of this piece had 
been in possession of the present editor some time previous to its publica- 
tion in Scribner's Magazine for September 1875; but as proofs of the 
authorship claimed for it were not forthcoming, he refrained from pub- 
lishing it as requested. The desired proofs have not yet been adduced, 
and there is, at present, nothing but internal evidence to guide us. 
“Alone” is stated to have been written by Poe in the album of a 
Baltimore lady (Mrs. Balderstone?), ou March 17th, 1829, and the fac- 
simile given in Seribuer’s is alleged to be of his handwriting. If the 
caligraphy be Poe's, it is different in all essential respects from all the 
luany specimens known to us, and strongly resembles that of the writer 
of the heading and dating of the manuscript, both of which the contri- 
butor of the poem acknowledges to have been recently added. he lines, 
however, if not by Poe, are the most successful imitation of his early 
mannerisms yet made public, and, in the opinion of one well qualified to 
speak, ‘‘are not unworthy on the whole of the parentage claimed for 
them.” 

Whilst Edgar Poe was editor of the Broadway Journal, some lines ‘‘To 
Isadore” appeared therein, and, like several of his known pieces, bore no 
signature, They were at once ascribed to Poe, and in order to satisfy 
questioners, an editorial paragraph subsequently appeared, saying they 
were by ‘‘ A. Ide, junior.” Two previous poems had appeared in the 
Broadway Journal over the signature of ‘‘ A. M. Ide,’’ and whoever wrote 
them was also the author of the lines ‘‘ To Isadore.” In order, doubtless, 
to give a show of varicty, Poe was then publishing some of his known 
works in his journal over noms de plume, aud as no other writings what- 
ever can be traced to any person bearing the name of *‘A. M. Ide,” it is 
not impossible that the poems now republished in this collection may be 
by the author of “The Raven.” Having been published without his 
usual elaborate revision, Poe may have wished to Aide his hasty werk 
under an assumed name. The three picces are included in the present 
collection, so the reader can judge for himself what pretensions they 
possess to be by the author of ‘‘ The Raven ” 


PROSE POEMS. 


THE ISLAND OF THE FAY. 
*Nullus enum locus sine gemo est.” —Sere cus, 


“Ta musique,” says Marmontel, in those “Contes Moiaux ”* 
which in all our translations we have insisted upou calling 
“ Moral Tales,” as if in mockery of their spirit—“ la musique cst 
le seul des talens qui jowisse de lui-mime : tous les autres veulent des 
témvins.” We here confounds the pleasure derivable from 
sweet sounds with the capacity for creating them. No more 
than any other falent, is that for music susceptible of complete 
enjoyment where there is no second party to appreciate its 
exercise ; and it is only in common with other talents that it 
produces eficfs which may be fully enjoyed in solitude. The 
idea which the saconteur has either failed to entertain clearly, 
or has sacrificed in its expression to his national love of you, 
is doubtless the very tenable one that the higher order of 
music is the most thoroughly estimated when we are ex- 
clusively alone. The proposition in this form will be admitted 
at once by those who love the lyre for its own sake and for 
its spiritual uses. But there is one pleasure still within the 
reach of fallen mortality, and perhaps only one, which owes 
even more than does music to the accessory sentiment of 
seclusiun. I mean the happiness experienced in the contem- 
plation of natural scencry. In truth, the man who would 
behold aright the glory of God upon earth must in solitude 
behold that glory. To me at least the presence, not of human 
life only, but of life in any other form than that of the green 


* Moiaux is here derived from muwurs, and its meaning is ‘‘/ashion- 
able,” or, more strictly, “ of manners ” 
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things which grow upon the soil and are voiceless, is a stain | 
upon the landscape, is at war with the genius of the scene. I 
love, indeed, to regard the dark valleys, and the grey rocks, 
an the waters that silently smile, and the forests that sigh 
in uneasy slumbers, and the proud watchful mountains that 
look down upon all,—I love to regard these as themselves but 
the colossal members of one vast animate and sentient whole 
—a whole whose form (that of the sphere) is the most perfect 
and most inclusive of all; whose path is among associate 
planets; whose meek handmaiden is the moon; whose 
mediate sovereign is the sun; whose life is eternity ; whose 
thought is that of a god; whose enjoyment is knowledge; 
whose destinies are lost in immensity; whoso cognisance of 
ourselves is akin with our own cognisance of the animalcule 
which infest the brain, a being which we in consequence 
regard as purely inanimate and material, much in the same 
manner as these animulcule must thus regard us. 

Our telescopes and our mathematical investigations assure 
us on every hand, notwithstanding the cant of the more 
ignorant of the priesthood, that space, and therefore that bulk, 
is an important consideration in the eyes of the Almighty. 
The cycles in which the stars move are those best adapted 
for the evolution, without collision, of the greatest possible 
number of bodies. The forms of those bodics are accurately 
such as within a given surface to include the greatest possible 
amount of matter; while the surfaces themselves are so dis- 
posed as to accommodate a denser population than could be 
accommodated on the same surfaces otherwise arranged. Nor 
is it any argument against bulk being an object with God that 
space itself is infinite ; for there may be an infinity of matter 
to fill it; and since we see clearly that the endowment of 
matter with vitality is a principle—indeed, as far as our 
judgments extend, the Zeading principle in the operations of 
Deity, it is scarcely logical to imagine it confined to the 
regions of the minute, where we daily trace it, and not 
extending to those of the august. As we find cycle within 
cycle without end, yet all revolving around one far-distant 
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centre which is the Godhead, may we not analogically suppose, 
Lin the same manner, life within life, the less within the 
reater, and all within the Spirit Divine? In short, we are 
adly erring through self-esteem in believing man, in cither 
his temporal or future destinies, to be of more moment in 
Fthe universe than that vast “clod of the valley” which he 
tills and contemns, and to which he denies a soul, for no 
more profound reason than that he does not behold it in 
operation. * 

These fancies, and such as these, have always givon to my 
meditations among the mountains and the forests, by the 
rivers and the ocean, a tinge of what the every-day world 
would not fail to term the fantastic. My wanderings amid 
such scenes have been many and far-searching, and often 
solitary ; and the interest with which I have strayed through 
many a dim deep valley, or gazed into the reflected heaven of 
many a bright lake, has been an interest greatly deepened by 
the thought that I have strayed and gazed alone. What 
flippant Frenchman ¢ was it who said, in allusion to the well- 
known work of Zimmermann, that “Ja solitude est une belle 
chose ; mais u faut quelqwun pour vous dire que lu solitude est une 
belle chose”? The epigram cannot be gainsaid; but the 
necessity is a thing that does not exist. 

It was during one of my lonely journeyings, amid a far- 
distant region of mountain locked within mountain, and sad 
rivers and melancholy tarns writhing or sleeping within all, 
that I chanced upon a certain rivulet and island. I came 
upon them suddenly in the leafy June, and threw myself 
upon the turf beneath the branches of an unknown odorous 
shrub, that I might doze as I contemplated the scene. I felt 
that thus only should I look upon it, such was the character 
of phantasm which it wore. 

On all sides, save to the west where the sun was about 
sinking, arose the verdant walls of the forest. The little 

* Speaking of the tides, Pomponius Mela, in his treatise, De Sita 


Orbis, says, ‘ Either the world is a great animal, or,” ete. 
+ Balzac, in substance ; I do not remember the words. 
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river which turned sharply in its course, and was thus imme- 
diately lost to sight, seemed to have no exit from its prison, 
but to be absorbed by the deep green foliage of the trees to 
the cast ; while in the opposite quarter (so it appeared to me 
as I lay at length and glanced upward) there poured down 
noiselessly and continuously iuto the valley a rich golden and 
crimson waterfall from the sunset fountains of the sky. 

About midway in the short vista which my dreamy vision 
took in, one small circular island, profusely verdured, reposed 
upon the bosom of the stream. 


So blended bank and shadow there, 
That cach seemed pendulous in air— 


so mirror-like was the glassy water, that it was scarcely 
possible to say at what point upon the slope of the emerald 
turf its crystal dominion began. 

My position enabled me to include in a single view both 
the eastern and western extremities of the islet, and I 
observed a singularly-marked difference in their aspects, 
The latter was all one radiant harem of garden beauties. It 
glowed and blushed beneath the eye of the slant sunlight, and 
fairly langhed with flowers. The grass was short, springy, 
sweet -scented, and Asphodel-interspersed. The trees were 
lithe, mirthful, erect, bright, slender, and graceful, of eastern 
figyuwe and foliage, with bark smooth, glossy, and parti- 
coloured. There seemed a deep sense of life and joy about 
all, and although no airs blew from out the heavens, yet 
everything had motion through the gentle sweepings to and 
fro of innumerable butterflies, that might have been mistaken 
for tulips with wings.* 

The other or eastern end of the isle was whelmed in the 
blackest shade. A sombre, yet beautiful and peaceful gloom, 
here pervaded all thmgs. The trees were dark in colour and 
mournful in form and attitude—wreathing themselves into 
sad, solemn, and spectral shapes, that conveyed ideas of 
mortal sorrow and untimely death. The grass wore the deep 


* lorem putares nave per liguidum wthira.”— P. Commire. 
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tint of che cypress, and the heads of its blades hung 
droopingly, and luther and thither among it were many sinall 
unsightly hillocks, low and narrow, and not very long, that 
had the aspect of graves, but were not, although over and all 
about them the rue and the rosemary clambered, Theo shade 
of the trees fell heavily upon the water, and seemed to bury 
itself therein, impregnating the depths of the element with 
darkness. I fancied that each shadow, as the sun doseended 
lower and lower, separated itself sullenly from the trunk that 
gave it birth, and thus became absorbed by the stream, while 
other shadows issued momently from the trees, taking the place 
of their predecessors thus entombed. 

This idea having once seized upon my fancy, greatly excited 
it, and [lost myself foithwith in reverie. “If ever island were 
enchanted,” said I to myself, “this is it. This is the haunt of 
the few gentle Fays who remain from the wreck of the race, 
Are these green tombs theirs ?—or do they yield up their 
sweet lives as mankind yield up their own? In dying, do 
they not rather waste away mournfully, rendering unto God 
little by little their existence, as these trees render up shadow 
after shadow, exhausting their substance unto dissolution 4 
What the wasting tree is to the water that imbibes its shade, 
growing thus blacker by what it preys upon, may not the life 
of the Fay be to the death which engulfs it ?” 

As J] thus mused, with half-shat eyes, while the sun sank 
rapidly to rest, and eddying currents careered round and 
round the island, bearing upon their bosom large dazzling 
white flakes of the hark of the sycamore, flakes which, in their 
multiform positions upon the water, a quick imagination 
might have converted into anything it pleased; while T thus 
mused, it appeared to me that the form of one of those very 
Fays about whom I had been pondering, made its way slowly 
into the darkness from out the light at the western end of the 
island, She stood erect in a singularly fragile canoe, and 
urged it with the mere phantom of an var. While within the 
influence of the lingering sunbeams, her attitude seemed. in- 
dicative of joy, but sorrow deformed it as she passed within 
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the shade. Slowly she glided along, and at length rounded 
tho islet and re entered the region of light. “The revolution 
which has just been made by the Fay,” continued I musingly, 
“ig the cycle of the brief year of her life. She has floated 
through her winter and through her summer. She is a year 
nearer unto death : for I did not fail to see that as she came 
into the shade, her shadow fell from her, and was swallowed 
up in the dark water, making its blackness more black.” 

And again the boat appeared and the Fay, but about the 
attitude of the latter there was more of care and uncertainty 
and less of elastic joy. She floated again from out the light 
and into the gloom (which deepened momently), and again her 
shadow fell from her into the ebony water, and became 
absorbed into its blackness. And again and again she made 
the circuit of the island (while the sun rushed down to his 
slumbers), and at cach issuing into the light there was more 
sorrow about her person, while it grew feebler and far fainter 
and more indistinct, and at cach passage into the gloom there 
fell from her a darker shade, which became whelmed in a 
shadow more black. But at length, when the sun had utterly 
departed, the Fay, now the mere ghost of her former self, 
went disconsolately with her boat into the region of the cbony 
flood, and that she issued thence at all I cannot say, for dark- 
ness fell over all things, and I beheld her magical figure no 
more. 


THE POWER OF WORDS. 


Oinos. Pardon, Agathos, the weakness of a spirit new- 
fledged with immortality ! 

Agathos. You have spoken nothing, my Oinos, for which 
pardon is to be demanded. Not even here is knowledge a 
thing of intuition. For wisdom, ask of the angels freely, that 
it may be given! 

Qinos, But in this existence I dreamed that I should he at 
once cognisant of all things, and thus at once happy in being 
cognisant of all. 
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Agathos, Ah, not in knowledge is happiness, but in the 
iequisition of knowledge! In for ever knowing, we are for 
ever blessed ; but to know all, were the curse of a fiend. 

Oinos. But does not The Most High know all? 

Agathos. That (since he is The Most Happy) must be still 
the one thing unknown even to HIM. 

Oinos. But, since we grow hourly in knowledge, must not 
at last all things be known ? 

Agathos. Look down into the abysmal distances !—attempt 
to force the gaze down the multitudinous vistas of the stars, 
as we sweep slowly through them thus—and thus—and thus! 
Even the spiritual vision, is it not at all points arrested by the 
continuous golden walls of the universo?—the walls of the 
myriads of the shining bodies that mere number has appeared 
to blend into unity ¢ 

Oinos. I clearly perceive that the infinity of matter is no 
dream. 

Aqithos. There are no dreams in Aidcun—but it is here 
whispered that, of this infinity of matter, the sue purpose is to 
afford infinite springs at which the soul may allay the thirst 
to know which 1s for ever unquenchable within it—since to 
quench it would be to extinguish the soul's self. Question 
me then, my Oinos, frecly and without fear. Come! we will 
Jeavo to the left the loud harmony of the Pleiades, and swoop 
outward from the throne intu the starry meadows beyond 
Orion, where, for pansies and violets, and heart’s-ease, are the 
beds of the triplicate and triple-tinted suns. 

Oinos. And now, Agathos, as we proceed, instauct me !— 
speak to me in the earth’s familiar tones! I understand not 
what you hinted to me just now of the modes or of the 
methods of what, during mortality, we were accustomed to 
call Creation, Do you mean to say that the Creator is not 
God ? 

lgathos. mean to say that the Deity does not create. 

Oiuos. Explain! 

Agathos, In the beginning only, he created. The seeming 
creatures Which are now throughout the universe so perpetually 
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springing into being can only be considered as the mediate or 
indirect, not as the direct or immediate results of the Divine 
creative power, 

Oinos. Among men, my Agathos, this idea would be con- 
sidered heretical in the extreme. 

A gathos. Among angels, my Oinos, it is seen to be simply 
true, 

(ines. I can comprehend you thns far—that certain opera- 
tions of what we term Nature, or the natural laws, will, under 
certain conditions, give rise to that which has all the appearance 
of creation. Shortly before the final overthrow of the earth, 

here were, ] well remember, many very successful experiments 
Hh what some philosophers were weak enough to denominate 
tlhe creation of animalcule., 

Agathos, The cases of which you speak were, in faci 
instances of the secondary creation, anil of the only species o 
creation which has ever been since the first word spoke into 
-Existence the first law. 

Qinos, Are not the starry worlds that, from the abyss of 
nonentity, burst hourly forth into the heavens—are not these 
stars, Agathos, the immediate handiwork of the King? 

Agathos. Let me endeavour, my Oinos, to lead you, step 
hy step, to the conception I intend. You are well aware that, 
us no thought can perish, so no act is without infinite result. 
We moved our hands, for example, when we were dwellers on 
the earth, and in so doing we gave vibration to the atmosphere 
which engirdled it. This vibration was indefinitely extended 
till it gave impulse to every particle of the carth’s air; which 
thenceforward, aud for ever, was actuated hy the one movement 
of the hand, This fact the mathematicians of our globe well 
knew. ‘They made the special effects, indeed, wrought in the 
fluid by special impulses, the subject of exact calculation-—so 
that it becaine casy to determine in what precise period an 
impulse of given extent would engirdle the orb, and impress 
(for ever) every atom of the atmosphere cireumambient. Re- 
trograding, they found no difficulty, from a given effect, under 
given conditions, in determining the value of the original 
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impulse. Now the mathematicians who saw that the results 
of any given impulse were absolutely endless—and who 
saw that a portion of these results were accurately traceable 
through the agency of algebraic analysis—who saw, too, the 
facility of the retrogradation—these men saw, at the same 
time, that this species of analysis itself had within itsclf a 
capacity for indefinite progress—that there were no bounds 
conceivable to its advancement and applicability, except 
within the intellect of him who advanced or applied it. But 
at this point our mathematicians paused. 

Oinos. And why, Agathos, should they have  pro- 
ceeded ? ; 

Agathos. Because there were some considerations of deep 
interest beyond. It was deducible from what they knew, 
that to a being of infinite understanding—one to whom tho 
perfection of the algebraic analysis lay unfolded—there coul« 
be no difficulty in tracing every impulse given the air—and 
the ether through the air—to the remotest consequences 
at any even infinitely remote epoch of time. It is indeed 
demonstrable that every such impulse given the air, must in 
the end impress every individual thing that exists wihin the 
universe ,—and the being of infinite understanding—the being 
whem we have imagined—might trace the remote undulations 
of the impulse—trace them upward and onward in their 
influences npon all particles of all matter — upward and 
onward for ever in their modifications of old forms— 
or, in other words, in their createn of new—until he found 
them reflected—unimpressive at last—back from the throne 
of the Godhead. And not only could such a being do 
this, but at any epoch, should a given result be afforded him 
—should one of these numberless comets, for example, be 
presented to his inspection—he could have no difficulty in 
determining, by the analytic 1etrogradation, to what original 
impulse it was due. This power of retrogradation in its 
absolute fulness and perfection—this faculty of referring at all 
epochs, all effects to all causes—is of course the prerogative 
af the Deity alone—but in every variety of degree, short of 
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the absolute perfection, is the power itself exercised by the 
whole host of the Ange’ic Intelligences. 

Oinos. But you speak merely of impulses upon the air. 

Agathos. In speaking of the air, I referred only to the 
earth: but the gencral proposition has reference to impulses 

upon the ether—which, since it pervades, and alone pervades 
all space, is thus the great medium of creation. 

Vinos. ‘Then all motion, of whatever nature, creates? 

Agathos, ‘It must: but a true philosophy has long taught 
that the Source of all motion is thought—and the source of all 
thought 1s— 

Vinos. God. 

Agathos. I have spoken to you, Oinos, as to a child, of 
he fair Karth which lately perished—of impulses upon the 

tmosphere of the earth. 

Chnos. You did, 

A yathos, And while I thus spoke, did there not cross 
your mind some thought of the physical power of words? Is 
not every word an impulse on the air 4 

Oinus. But why, Agathos, do you weep—and why, oh, 
why do your wings droop as we hover above this fair star— 

which is the grecnest and yet most terrible of all we have 
encountered in our flight? Its brilliant flowers look like a 
fairy dream—but its fierce volcanoes like the passions of a 
turbulent heart. 

algathos. Vhey are/—they are/ This wild star—it is 
now three centuries since, with clasped hands, and with 
streaming eyes, at the feet of my beloved—I spoke it—with 
a fow passionate sentences—into birth. Its brilliant flowers 
are the dearest of all unfulfilled dreams, and its raging 
volcanoes are the passions of the most turbulent and un- 
hallowed of hearts ! 
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MiddAovra waura* 
These things are in the future. 
Sophocles— Ant g. 


Una. “Born again?” 

Monos. Yes, fairest and best beloved Una, “born again.” 
These were the words upon whose mystical meaning I had 
su long pondered, rejecting the explanations of the priesthood, 
until Death itself resolved for me the secret. 

Una. Death! 

Monos. How strangely, swect Una, you echo my words! 
I observe, too, a vacillation in your step, a Joyous inquictude 
in your eyes. You are confised and oppressed by the majestic 
novelty of the Life Eternal. Yes, it was of Death I spoke. 
And here how singularly sounds that word which of old was 
wont to bring terror to all hearts, throwing a mildew upon all 
pleasures ! 

Una. Ah, Death, the spectre which sate at all feasts! 
Ifow often, Monos, did we lose ourselves in speculations upon 
its nature! How mysteriously did it act as a check to huinan 
bliss, saying unto it, “thus far, and no farther!” That earnest 
mutual love, my own Monos, which burned within our bosoms, 
how vainly did we flatter ourselves, feeling happy in its first 
upspringing that our happiness would strengthen with its 
strength! Alas, as it grew, so gicw in our hearts the dread 
of that evil hour which was hurrying to separate us for ever! 
Thus in time it became painful to love. Late would have 
been mercy then. 

Monos. Speak not here of these griefs, dear Una—-mine, 
mine for ever now! 

Una. But the memory of past sorrow, is it not present 
joy? JI have much to say yet of the things which have been. 
Above all, I burn to know the incidents of your own passage 
through the dark Valley and Shadow. 
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Monos. And when did the radiant Una ask anything of 
her Monos in vain? I will be minute in relating all, but at 
what point shall the weird narrative begin ? 

Una. At what point? 

Monos. You have said. 

Una. Monos, I comprehend you. In Death we have both 
learned the propensity of man to define the indefinable. 
I will not say, then, commence with the moment of life’s 
cessation—but commence with that sad, sad instant when, 
the fever having abandoned you, you sank into a breathless 
and motionless torpor, and I pressed down your pallid eyelids 
with the passionate fingers of love. 

Monos. One word first, my Una, in regard to man’s 
general condition at this epoch. You will remember that one 
or two of the wise among our forefathers—wise in fact, 
although not in the world’s esteem—had ventured to doubt 
the propriety of the term “improvement,” as applied to tha 
progress of our civilisation, There were periods in each of 
the five or six centuries immediately preceding our dissolution 
when arose some vigorous intellect, boldly contending for 
those principles whose truth appears now, to our disen: 
franchised reason, so utterly obvious—principles which should 
have tauglit our race to submit to the guidance of the natural 
laws rather than attempt their control. At long intervals 
some master-minds appeared, looking upon each advance in 
practical science as a retrogradation mm the true utility. 
Occasionally the poetic intellect—that intellect which we now 
fel to have been the most exalted of all—since those truths 
which to us were of the most enduring importance could only 
be reached by that analogy which speaks in proof-tones to the 
imagination alone, and to the unaided reason bears no weight 
—occasionally did this poetic intellect proceed a step farther 
in the evolving of the vague idea of the philosophic, and find 
in the mystic parable that tells of the tree of knowledge, and 
of its forbidden fruit, death-producing, a distinct intimation 
that knowledge was not meet for man in the infant condition 
of his soul And these men—the poets—living and perishing 
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amid the scorn of the “utilitarians”—of rough pedants, who 
arrogated to themselves a title which could have been properly 
applied only to the scorned—these men, the poets, pondered 
piningly, yet not unwisely, upon the ancient days when our 
wants were not more simple than our enjoyments were keen 
——days when muth was a word unknown, so solemnly deep- 
toned was happiness—holy, august, and blissful days, when 
blue rivers ran undammed, between hills unhewn, ito far 
forest solitudes, primeval, odorous, and unexplored. Yet 
these noble exceptions from the general misrule served but to 
strengthen it by opposition. Alas! we had fallen upon the 
most evil of all our evil days. The great “movement ”—that 
was the cant term—went on: a diseased commotion, moral 
and physical. Art—the Arts—arose supreme, and once 
enthroned, cast chains upon the intellect which had elevated 
them to powei. Man, because he could not but acknowledge 
the majesty of Nature, fell into childish exultation at his 
acquircd and still-increasing dominion over her elements. 
Even while he stalked a God in lis own fancy, an infantine 
imbecility came over him. As might be supposed from the 
origin of his disorder, he grew infected with system, and with 
abstraction. He enwrapped himself in generalities. Among 
other odd ideas, that of universal equality gained ground: and 
in the face of analogy and of God—-in despite of the Joud 
warning voice of the laws of gradation so visibly pervading 
all things in Earth and Heaven—wild attempts at an omni- 
prevalent Democracy were made. Yet this evil sprang 
necessarily from the leading evil, Knowledge. Man could 
not both know and succumb. Meantime huge smoking cities 
arose, innumerable. Green leaves shrank before the hot 
breath of furnaces. ‘The fair face of Nature was deformed as 
with the ravages of some loathsome disease. And methinks, 
sweet Una, even our slumbering sense of the forced and of 
the far-fetched might have arrested us here. But now it 
appears that we had worked out our own destruction in the 
perversion of our fas/e, or rather in the blind neglect of its 
culture in the schools. For, in truth, it was at this crisis 
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that taste alone—that faculty which, holding a middle position 
between the pure intellect and the moral sense, could never 
safely have been disregarded—it was now that taste alone 
could have led us gently back to Beauty, to Nature, and to 
Life. But alas for the pure contemplative spirit and majestic 
intuition of Plato! Alas for the povoixy which he justly 
revarded as an all-sufficient education for the soul! Alas for 
him and for it!—since both were most desperately needed 
when both were most entircly forgotten or despised.” 

Paseal, a philosopher whom we both love, has said, how 
truly !—“ Que tout notre raisonnement se réduit a céder au 
sentiment »” and it is not impossible that the sentiment of 
the natural, had time permitted it, would have regained its 
old ascendency over the harsh mathematical reason of the 
schools. But this thing was not to be. Prematurely induced 
by intemperance of knowledge, the old age of the world drew 
near, This the mass of mankind saw not, or, living lustily 
although unhappily, affected not to see. But, for myself, the 
Farth’s records had tanght me to look for widest ruin as the 
price of highest civilisation. JI had imbibed a prescience of 
our Fate from comparison of China the simple and enduring, 
with Assyria the architect, with Iigypt the astrologer, with 
Nubia, more crafty than either, the turbulent mother of all 


* Tt will be hard to discover a better [method of education] than that 
which the experience of so many ages has already discovered; and this 
may be summed up as consisting in gymnastics for the hody, and music 
for the soul.”—Repub. lib. 2. “ For this reason is a musical education 
most essential ; since it causes Rhythm and Harmony to penctrate most 
intimately into tho soul, taking the strongest hold upon it, filling it with 
beauty and making the man beauttful-minded. . . . He will praise and 
ndiiie the beautiful, will receive it with joy into his soul, will feed upon 
it, and assimilate his own condition with it.”—Ibid. lib. 3. Musie 
(severe) had, however, among the Athenians, a far more comprehensive 
signification than with us. It includcd not only the harmonies of time 
and of tune, but the poetic diction, sentiment and creation, each in its 
widest sense. The study of music was with them, in fact, the general 
cultivation of the taste—of that which recognises the beautiful—in contra- 
distinction from reason, which deals only with the true. 
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Arts. In the history * of these regions I met with a ray from 
the Future. The individual artificialities of the three latter 
were local diseases of the Earth, and in their individual over- 
throws we had seen local remedies applicd; but for the 
infected world at large I could anticipate no regeneration 
save in death. That man, as a race, should not become 
extinct, I saw that he must be “burn again.” 

And now it was, fairest and dearest, that we wrapped our 
spirits, daily, in dreams. Now it was that, in twilight, we 
diseoursed of the days to come, when the Art-scarred surface 
of the Earth, having undergone that purification f which alone 
could efface its rectangular obscenities, should clothe itself 
anew in the verdure and the mountain-slopes and the simling 
waters of Paradise, and be rendered at length a fit dwelling- 
place for man :—for man the Death-purged—for man to whose 
now exalted intellect there should be poison in knowledge 
no more—for the redeemed, regenerated, blissful, and now 
unmortal, but still for the material, man. 

Una. Well do lremember these conversations, dear Monos; 
but the epoch of the fiery overthrow was not so near at hand 
as we believed, and as the corruption you indicate did surely 
warrant us in believing. Men lived; and died individually. 
You yourself sickened, and passed into the grave ; and thither 
your constant Una speedily followed you. And though tle 
century which has since elapsed, and whose conclusion brings 
us thus together once more, tortured our slumbering senses 
with no impatience of duration, yet, my Monos, it was a 
century still. 

AMonos. Say, rather, a point in the vague infinity. Unques- 
tionably, it was mm the Earth’s dotage that I dred. Wearied 
at heart with anxieties which had their origm in the general 
turmoil and decay, I succumbed to the fierce fever. After 
some few days of pain, and many of dreamy delirium replete 
with ecstasy, the manifestations of which you mistook for 


* “Vistory,” from seroptuv, to contemplate. 
+ The word ‘' purification” seems here to be used with reference to 1t9 
root in the Greek wuvp, fire, 
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pain, while I longed but was impotent to undeceive you— 
alter some days there came upon me, as you have said, a 
breathless and motionless torpor; and this was termed Death 
by those who stood around me. 

Words ure vague things. My condition did not deprive me 
of sentience. It appeared to me not greatly dissimilar to the 
extreme quiescence of him, who, having slumbered long and 
profoundly, lying motionless and fully prostrate in a mid- 
summer noon, begins to steal slowly back into consciousness, 
through the mere sufficiency of his sleep, and without being 
awakened by external disturbances. 

I breathed no longer. The pulses were still. The heart 
had ceased to beat. Volition had not departed, but was 
powerless. The senses were unusually active, although eccen- 
trically so—assuming often each other's functions at random. 
The taste and the smell were inextricably confounded, and 
became one sentiment, abnormal and intense. The rose-water 
with which your tenderness had moistened my lips to the last, 
affected me with sweet fancies of flowers—fantastic flowers, 
far more lovely than any of the old Marth, but whose proto- 
types we have here blooming around us. The eyelids, trans- 
parent and bloodless, offered no complete impediment to 
vision, As volition was in abeyance, the balls could not roll 
in their sockets—but all objects within the range of the visual 
hemisphere were seen with more or less distinctness; the rays 
which fell upon the external retina, or into the corner of the 
eye, producing a more vivid effect than those which struck the 
front or interior surface. Yet, in the former instance, this 
effect was so far anomalous that I appreciated it only as sownd 
—sound sweet or discordant as the matters presenting them- 
selves at my side were light or dark in shade—curved or 
angular in outline. The hearing, at the same time, although 
excited in degree, was not irregular in actign—estimating real 
sounds with an extravagance of precision, not less than of 
sensibility. Touch had undergone a modification more peculiar. 
Its impressions were tardily received, but pertinaciously re- 
tained, and resulted always in the highest physical plea-ure. 
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Thus the pressure of your sweet fingers upon my eyelids, at 
first only recognised through vision, at length, long after their 
removal, filled my whole being with a sensual delight im- 
measurable. I say with asensual dchght. l/ my perceptions 
were purely sensual. The materials furnished the passive 
brain by the senses were not in the least degree wrought into 
shape by the deceased understanding. Of pain there was 
some little ; of pleasure there was much; but of moral pain or 
pleasure none at all. Thus your wild sobs floated into my car 
with all their mournful cadences, and were appreciated in 
their every variation of sad tone; but they were soft musical 
sounds and no more; they conveyed to the extinct reason no 
intimation of the sorrows which gave them bith; while large 
and constant tears which fell upon my face, telling the 
bystanders of a heart which broke, thrilled every fibre of my 
frame with ecstasy alone. And this was in truth the Death of 
which these bystanders spoke reverently, in low whispers— 
you, sweet Una, gaspingly, with loud cries. 

They attired me for the coffin—three or four dark figures 
which flitted busily to and fro. As these crossed the direct 
line of my vision they affected me as forms ; but upon passing 
to my side their images impressed me with the idea of shrieks, 
groans, and other dismal expressions of terror, of horror, or 
of woe. You alone, habited in a white robe, passed in all 
directions musically about. 

The day waned; and, as its light faded away, I became 
possessed by a vague unecastmess—an anxiety such as the 
sleeper feels when sad real sounds fall continuously within his 
ear—low distant bell-tones, solemnpat long but equal intervals, 
aud commingling with melancholy dreams. Night arrived ; 
and with its shadows a heavy discomfort. It oppressed my 
limbs with the oppression of some dull weight, and was 
palpable. There was also a moaning sound, not unlike the 
distant reverberation of surf, but more continuous, which, 
beginning with the first twilight, had grown in strength with 
the darkness. Suddenly lights were brought into the room, 
and this reverberation became forthwith interrupted into 
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frequent unequal bursts of the same sound, but less dreary 
and less distinct. The ponderous oppression was in a great 
measure relieved ; and, issuing from the flame of each lamp 
(for there were many) there flowed unbrokenly into my ears a 
strain of melodious monotone. And when now, dear Una, 
approaching the bed upon which I lay outstretched, you sat 
gently by my side, breathing odour from your sweet lips, and 
pressing them upon my brow, there arose tremulously within 
ny bosom, and mingling with the merely physical sensations 
which circumstances had called forth, a something akin to 
sentiment itself—a feeling that, half appreciating, half responded 
to your earnest love and sorrow; but this feeling took no root 
in the pulseless heart, and seemed indeed rather a shadow 
than a reality, and faded quickly away, first into extreme 
quiescence, and then into a purely sensual pleasure as before. 
And now, from the wreck and the chaos of the usual senses, 
there appeared to have arisen within me a sixth, all perfect. 
In its exercise I found a wild delight—yet a delight still 
physical, inasmuch as the understanding had in it no part. 
Motion in the animal frame had fully ceased. No muscle 
quivered ; no nerve thrilled; no artery throbbed. But there 
seemed to have sprung up in the brain that of which no words 
could convey to the merely human intelligence even an indis- 
tinct conception. Jet me term it a mental pendulous pulsation, 
It was the moral embodiment of man’s abstract idea of Zame. 
By the absolute equalization of this movement—or of such as 
this—had the cycles of the firmamental orbs themselves been: 
adjusted. By its aid I measured the irregularities of the 
clock upon the mantel, and of the watches of the attendants. 
Their tickings came sonorously to my cars. The slightest 
deviations from the true proportion—and these deviations 
were omniprevalent—affected me just as violations of abstract 
truth were wont on earth to affect the moral sense. Although 
no two of the timepieces in the chamber struck the individual 
seconds accurately together, yet I had no difficulty in holding 
steadily in mind the tones, and the respective momentary 
errors of each, And this—this keen, perfect self-existing 
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sentiment of durafion—this sentiment existing (as man could 
not possibly have conceived it to exist) independently of any 
succession of events—this idea—this sixth sense, upspringing 
from the ashes of the rest, was the first obvious and certain 
step of the intemporal soul upon the threshold of the temporal 
eternity. 

It was midnight ; and you still sat by my side. All others 
had departed from the chamber of Death. They had deposited 
me in the coffin. The lamps burned flickeringly ; for this I 
knew by the tremulousness of the monotonous strains. But 
suddenly these strains diminished in distinctness and 1n volume. 
Vinally they ceased. The perfume in my nostrils died away. 
Forms affected my vision no longer. The oppression of the 
Darkness uplifted itself from my bosom. A dull shot like that 
of electricity pervaded my frame, and was followed by total 
loss of the idea of contact. All of what man has termed sense 
was merged in the sole consciousness of entity, and in the one 
abiding sentiment of duration. The mortal body had been at 
length stricken with the hand of the deadly Decay. 

Yet had not all of sentience departed ; fur the consciousness 
aud the sentiment remaining supplied some of its functions by 
a lethargic intuition. I appreciated the direful change now in 
operation upon the flesh, and, as the dreamer is sometimes 
aware of the bodily presence of one who leans over him, 80, 
sweet Una, I still dully felt that you sat by my side. So, too, 
when the noon of the second day came, I was not unconscious 
of those movements which displaced you from my side, which 
confined me within the coffin, which deposited me within the 
hearse, which bore me to the grave, which lowered me within 
it, which heaped heavily the mould upon me, and which thus 
left me, in blackness and cor:uption, to my sad and solemn 
slumbers with the worm. 

And here in the prison-house which has few secrets to dis- 
close, there rolled away days and weeks and months ; and the 
soul watched narrowly each second as it flew, and, without 
effurt, took record of its flight—without effort and without 
object, 
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A year passed. The consciousness of being had grown hourly 
more indistinct, and that of mere locality had in great measure 
usurped its position. The idea of entity was becoming merged 
in that of place. The narrow space immediately surrounding 
what had been the body was now growing to be the body itself. 
At length, as often happens to the sleeper (by sleep and its 
world alone is Death imaged)—at length, as sometimes happened 
on Earth to the deep slumberer, when some flitting light half 
startled him into awaking, yet left him half enveloped in 
dreams—so to me, in the strict embrace of the Shadow, came 
that light which alone might have had power to startle—the 
light of enduring Love. Men toiled at the grave in which I 
Jay darkling. They upthrew the damp earth. Upon my 
mouldering bones there descended the coffin of Una. 

And now again all was void. That nebulons light bad been 
extinguished. That feeble thrill had vibrated itself into 
quiescence. Many lustra had supervened. Dust had returned 
to dust. The worm had food no more. The sense of being 
had at length utterly departed, and there reigned in its stead 
—instead of all things, dominant and perpetual—the autocrats 
Place and Time. For that which was not—for that which had 
no form—for that which had no thought—for that which had 
no sentience—for that which was soundless, yet of which 
matter formed no portion—for all this nothingness, yet for all 
this immortality, the grave was still a home, and the corrosive 
hours, co-mates. 


THE CONVERSATION OF ETROS AND CHARMION. 


Tlup oo: wporsiew® 
I will bring fire to thee. 
Huripides.—Androm. 


Eiros. Why do you call me Eiros ? 

Charmion. So hencefurward will you always be called. You 
must forget, too, my carthly name, and speak to me as 
Charmion, 
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Fires. This is indeed no dream! 

Churmion. Dreams are with us no more ;—but of these 
mysteries anon. I rejoice to see you looking lifelike and 
rational. The film of the shadow has already passed from off 
your eyes. Be of heart, and fear nothing. Your allotted days 
of stupor have expired, and to-morrow I will myself induct 
you into the full joys and wonders of your novel existence. 

Evvos. True—I feel no stupor—none at all. The wild 
sickness and the terrible darkness have left me, and 1 hear no 
longer that mad, rushing, horrible sound, like the “ voice of 
many waters.” Yet my senses are bewildered, Charmion, 
with the keenness of their perception of the new. 

Charmion. A few days will remove all this ;—but I fully 
understand you, and feel for you. It is now ten earthly years 
since I underwent what you undergo—yet the remembrance of 
it hangs by me still. You have now suffered all of pain, 
however, which you will suffer in Aidenn. 

Hiros, In Aidenn ? 

Charmion. In Aidenn. 

Eiros, O God!—pity me, Charmion !—I am overburthened 
with the majesty of all things—-of the unknown now known— 
of the speculative Future merged in the august and certain 
Present. 

Charmion.—Grapple not now with such thoughts.  To- 
morrow we will speak of this. Your mind wavers, and its 
agitation will find relief in the exercise of simple memories. 
Look not around, nor forward—but back. Jam burning with 
anxjcty to hear the details of that stupendous event which 
threw you among us. Tell me of it. Let us converse of 
familiar things, in the old familiar language of the world which 
has so fearfully perished. 

Eiros. Most fearfully, fearfully !—this is indeed no dream. 

Charmion. Dreams are no more. Was I much mourned, 
my Kiros ? 

Eiros. Mourned, Charmion?—oh, deeply. To that last 
hour of a'l there hung a cloud of intense gloom and devout 
sorrow over your household. 
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Charmion. And that last hour—speak of it. Remember 
that, beyond the naked fact of the catastrophe itself, I know 
nothing. When, coming out from among mankind, I passed 
into Night through the Grave—at that period, if I remember 
aright, the calamity which overwhelmed you was utterly 
unanticipated. But, indeed, I knew little of the speculative 
philosophy of the day. 

Kiros.—The individual calamity was, as you say, entirely 
unanticipated ; but analogous misfortunes had been long a 
subject of discussion with astronomers. I need scarce tell you, 
my friend, that, even when you left us, men had agreed to 
understand those passages in the most holy writings which 
speak of the final destruction of all things by fire as having 
reference to the orb of the earth alone. But in regard to the 
immediate agency of the ruin, speculation had been at fault 
from that epoch in astronomical knowledge in which the 
comets were divested of the terrors of flame. The very 
moderate density of these bodies had been well established. 
They had been observed to pass among the satellites of Jupiter 
without bringing about any sensible alteration either in the 
masses or in the orbits of these secondary planets. We had 
long regarded the wandorers as vapoury creations of incon- 
ceivable tenuity, and as altogether incapable of doing injury 
to our substantial globe, even in the event of contact. But 
contact was not in any degree dreaded ; for the elements of all 
the comets were accurately known. That among them we 
should look for the agency of the threatened fiery destruction 
had been for many years considered an inadmissible idea. But 
wonders and wild fancies had been of late days strangely rife 
among mankind ; and, although it was only with a few of the 
ignorant that actual apprehension prevailed, upon the announce- 
ment by astronomers of a new comet, yet this announcement 
was generally received with I know not what of agitation and 
mistrust. 

The elements of the strange orb were immediately calculated, 
and it was at once conceded by all observers that its path, at 
perihelion, would bring it into very close proximity with the 
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earth, There were two or three astronomers of secondary 
note who resolutely maintained that a contact was inevitable. 
I cannvt very well eapress to you the effect of this intelligence 
upon the people. For a few short days they would not believe 
an assertion which their intellect, so long employed amonz 
worldly considerations, could not in any manner grasp. But 
the truth of a vitally important fact soon makes its way into 
the understanding of even the most stolid. Finally, all men 
saw that astronomical knowledge lied not, and they awaited 
the comet, Its approach was not at first seemingly rapid, nor 
was its appearance of very unusual character. It was of a 
dull red, and had little perceptible train. For seven or eight 
days we saw no material increase in its apparent diameter, and 
but a partial alteration in its colour. Meantime, the ordinary 
affairs of men were discarded, and all interest absorbed in a 
crowing discussion instituted by the philosophic in respect to 
the cometary nature. Even the grossly ignorant aroused their 
sluggish capacities to such considerations. The learned now 
gave their intellect—their soul—to no such points as the 
allay ing of fear, or to the sustenance of loved theory. They 
sought—-they panted for right views. They groaned for per- 
fected knowledge. Truth arose in the purity of her strength 
and exceeding majesty, and the wise bowed down and 
adcred, 

That material injury to our globe or to its inhabitants would 
result from the apprehended contact was an opinion which 
hourly lost ground among the wise; and the wise were now 
freely permitted to rule the reason and the fancy of the crowd, 
It was demonstrated that the density of the comet’s nucleus 
was far less than that of our rarest gas; and the harmless 
passage of a similar visitor among the satellites of Jupiter was 
a point strongly insisted upon, and which served greatly to 
allay terror. Theologists, with an earnestness fear-enkindled, 
dwelt upon the biblical prophecies, and expounded them to the 
people with a directness and simplicity of which no previous 
instance had been known. That the final destruction of the 
earth must be brought about by the agency of fire, was urged 
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with a spirit that enforced everywhere conviction ; and that 
the comets were of no fiery nature (as all men now knew) was 
a truth which relieved all, in a great measure, from the 
apprehension of the great calamity foretold. It is noticeable 
that the popular prejudices and vulgar errors in regard to 
pestilences and wars—errors which were wont to prevail upon 
every appearance of a comet—were now altogether unknown, 
as if by some sudden convulsive exertion reason had at once 
hurled superstition from her throne. The feeblest intellect 
had derived vigour from excessive interest. 

What minor evils might arise from the contact were points 
of elaborate question, The learned spoke of slight geological dis- 
turbances, of probable alterations in climate, and consequently 
in vegetation; of possible magnetic and electric influences. 
Many held that no visible or perceptible effect would in any 
manner be produced. While such discussions were going on, 
their subject gradually approached, growing larger in apparent 
diameter, and of a more brilliant lustre. Mankind grew piler 
as it came. All human operations were suspended. 

There was an epoch in the course of the general sentiment 
when the comet had attained, at length, a size surpassing 
that of any previously recorded visitation. The people now, 
dismissing any lingering hope that the astronomers were wrong, 
experienced all the certainty of evil. The chimerical aspect 
of their terror was gone. The hearts of the stoutest of our 
race beat violently within their bosoms. <A very few days 
suffered, however, to merge even such feelings in sentiments 
more unendurable. We could no longer apply to the strange 
orb any accustumed thoughts. Its historical attributes had 
disappeared. It oppressed us with a hideous novel/y of emotion. 
We saw it not as an astronomical phenomenon in the heavens, 
but as an incubus upon our hearts and a shadow upon our 
brains. It had taken, with unconceivable rapidity, the 
character of a gigantic mantle of rare flame, extending from 
horizon to horizon. 

Yet a day, and men breathed with greater freedom. It was 
clear that we were already within the influence of the comet ; 
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yet we lived. Weeven felt an unusual elasticity of frame and 
vivacity of mind. The excoeding tenuity of the object of our 
dread was apparent; for all heavenly objects were plainly 
visible through it. Meantime, our vegetation had perceptibly 
altered ; and we gained faith, from this predicted circumstance, 
in the foresight of the wise. A wild luxuriance of foliage, 
utterly unknown before, burst out upon every vegetable thing, 

Yet another day—and the evil was not altogether upon us, 
lt was now evident that its nucleus would first reach us. A 
wild change had come over all men; and the first sense of prria 
was the wild signal for general lamentation and horror, The 
first sense of pain lay in a rigorous constriction of the breast 
and lungs, and an insufferable dryness of the skin. It could 
not be denied that our atmosphere was radically affected ; the 
conformation of this atmosphere and the possible moditications 
to which 11 might be subjected, were now the topics of dis- 
cussion. The result of investigation sent an electric thrill of 
the intensest terror through the universal heart of man. 

It had been long known that the air which encircled us was 
a compound of oxygen and nitroven gases, in the proportion 
of twenty-one measures of oxygen and seventy-nine of nitrogen 
in every one hundred of the atmosphere. Oxygen, which was 
the principle of combustion, and the vehicie of heat, was 
absolutely necessary to the support of animal life, and was the 
most powerful and energetic agent in nature. Nitrogen, on 
the contrary, was incapable of supporting either animal hfe or 
flame. An unnatural excess of oxygen would result, it had 
been ascertained, in just such an elevation of the animal spirits 
aswe had latterly experienced. It was the pursuit, the extension 
of the idea, which had engendered awe. What would be the 
result of a ftoful extraction of the nitrogen? A combustion 
irresistible, all-devouring, omni-prevalent, immediate ;— the 
entire fulfilment, in all their minute and terrible details, of the 
fiery and horror-inspiring denunciations of the prophecics of 
the Holy Boo’. 

Why need I paint, Charmion, the now disenchiined frenzy 


ofmanhind? That tenuity in the comet which had previously 
K 
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inspired us with hope, was now the source of tle bitterness of 
despair. In its impalpable gaseous character we clearly per- 
ceived the consummation of Fate. Meantime a day again 
passed—hbearing away with it the last shadow of Hope. We 
gasped in the rapid modification of the air. The red blood 
bounded tumultuously through its strict channels. A furious 
delirium possessed all men; and with arms rigidly outstretched 
towards the threatening heavens, they trembled and shricked 
aloud. But the nucleus of the destroyer was now upon us ;— 
even here in Aidenn I shudder while I speak. Let me be 
brief—brief as the ruin that overwhelmed. For a moment 
there was a wild lurid light alone, visiting and penetrating all 
things. Then—let us bow down, Charmion, before the exces- 
sive inajesty of the great God !—then, there came a shouting 
and pervading sound, as if from the mouth itself of Him; 
while the whole incumbent mass of ether in which we existed, 
burst at once into a species of intense flame, for whose sur- 
passing brilliancy and all-fervid heat even the angels in the 
high Heaven of pure knowledge have no name. Thus ended 
all, 


SHADOW.—A PARABLE. 


Yea! though I walk through the valley of the Shadove. 
—Poalm of David. 


YE who read are still among the living; but I who write 
bhall have long since gone my way into the region of shadows. 
For indeed strange things shall happen, and secret things be 
Lnown, and many centuries shall pass away, ere these memorials 
be seen of men. And, when seen, there will be some to dis- 
believe and some to doubt, and yet a few who will find much 
tv ponder upon in the characters lire graven with a stylus of 
iron. 

The year had been a year of terror, and of feelings more 
intense than terror for which there is no name upon the earth. 
Tar many nradicies and siens had taken nlaece and far and 
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wide, over sea and land, the black wings of the Pestilence 
were spread abroad. To those, nevertheless, cunning in the 
stars, it was not unknown that the heavens wore an aspect of 
ill ; and to me, the Greck Oinos, among others, it was evident 
that now had arrived the alternation of that seven hundred 
and ninety-fouith year when, at the entrance of Aries, the 
planet Jupiter is enjoined with the red ring of the terrible 
Saturnus. The pecuhar spirit of the skies, if I mistake not 
greatly, made itself manifest, not only in the physical orb of 
the earth, but in the souls, imaginativns, and meditations of 
mankind. 

Over some flasks of the red Chian wine, within the walls of 
a noble hall, in a dim city called Ptolemais, we sat, at night, a 
company of seven. And to our chamber there wac no entrance 
save by a lofty door of bras»: and the door was fashioned by 
the artisan Corinnos, and, being of rare workmanship, was 
fastened from within. Black draperies, likewiso, in the gloomy 
room, shut out from our view the moon, the lurid stars, and 
the peopleless strects—but the boding and the memory of Evil, 
they would not be so excluded. ‘There were things around 
us and about of which I can render no distinct account— 
tl ings material and spiritual—heaviness in the atinosphere— 
a sense of suffocution—anxiety—and, above all, that terrible 
state of existence which the nervous eaperience when the 
sinses are keenly living and awake, and meanwhile the powers 
of thought lie dormant. A dead weight hung upon us, It 
hung upon our limbs—upon the household furniture—upon 
the goblets from which we drank; and all things were de- 
pressed, and borne down thereby—all things save only the 
flames of the seven iron lamps which ilumined our revel. 
Uprearing themselves in tall slender lines of light, they thus 
remained burning all pallid and motionless ; and in the mirror 
which their lustre formed upon the round table of ebony at 
which we sat each of us there assembled beheld the pillor of 
his own countenance, and the unquict glare in the downcast 
eyes of his companions. Yet we laughed and were merry in 
our proper way—which was hysterical; and sang the songs of 
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Anacreon—which are madness; and drank decply—although 
the purple wine reminded us of blood. For there was yet 
another tenant of our chamber in the person of young Zoilus. 
Dead and at full length he lay, enshrouded ;—the genius and 
the demon of the scene. Alas! he bore no portion in our 
mirth, save that his countenance, distorted with the plague, 
and his eyes in which Death had but half extinguished the fire 
of the pestilence, seemed to take such an interest in our merri- 
ment as the dead may haply take in the merriment of those 
who are to die. But although J, Oinos, felt that the eyes of 
the departed were upon me, still I forced myself not to per- 
ceive the bitterness of their expression, and gazing down 
steadily into the depths of the ebony mirror, sang with a loud 
and sonorous voice the songs of the son of Teos. But 
gradually my songs they ceased, and their echoes, rolling afar 
off among the sable draperies of the chamber, became weak, 
and undistinguishable, and so faded away. And lo! from 
among those sable draperies, where the sounds of the song 
departed, there came forth a dark and undefined shadow—a 
shadow such as the moon, when low in heaven, might fashion 
from the figure of a man: but it was the shadow neither of 
man, nor of God, nor of any familiar thing. And quivering 
awhile among the draperies of the room, it at length rested in 
full view upon the surface of the door of brass. But the 
shadow was vague, and formless, and indefinite, and was the 
shadow neither of man nor God—neither God of Greece, nor 
God of Chaldiea, nor any Egyptian God. And the shadow 
rested upon the brazen doorway, and under the arch of the 
entablature of the door and moved not, nor spoke any word, 
but there became stationary and remained. And the door 
whereupon the shadow rested was, if I remember aright, over 
against the feet of the young Zoiius enshrouded. But we, 
the seven there assembled, having seen the shadow as it came 
out from among the draperies, dared not steadily behold it, 
but cast down our eyes, and gazed continually into the depths 
of the mirror of ebony. And at length I, Oinos, speaking 
some low words, demanded of the shadow its dwelling ana its 
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appellation. And the shadow answered, “I am SHADOW, 
and my dwelling is near to the Catacombs of Ptolemais, and 
hard by those dim plains of Helusion which border upon the 
foul Charonian canal.” And then did we, the seven, start from 
our seats in horror, and stand trembling, and shuddering, and 
aghast: for the tones in the voice of the shadow were not 
the tones of any one being, but of a multitude of beings, and 
varying in their cadences from syllable to syllable, fell duskily 
upon our ears in the well-remembered and familiar accents of 
mavy thousand departed friends. 


SILENCE.—-A FABLE. 


“Eudouasy 3” opimy xopuhar ri xas Oxparyyss 
Ilpovs va xaos vapadpas’ ALCMAN, 


The mountain pinnacles slumber; valleys, crags, and caves are stlcnt. 


“TASTEN to me,” said the Demon, as he placed his hand 
upon my head. “The region of which I speak is a dreary 
region in Libya, by the borders of the river Zaire. And 
there is no quict there, nor silence. 

“The waters of the river have a saffron and sickly hue; 
and they flow not onward to the sea, but palpitate for ever 
and for ever beneath the red eye of the sun with a tumul- 
tuous and convulsive motion. For many miles on cither side 
of the river's oozy bed is a pale desert of gigantic water- 
lilies. They sigh one unto the other in that solitude, and 
stretch towards the heaven their long and ghastly necks, and 
nod to and fro their everlasting heads, And there is an 
indistinct murmur which cometh out from among them like 
the rushing of subterrene water. And they sigh one unt» the 
other. 

“ But there is a boundary to their realm—the boundary of 
the dark, horrible, lofty forest. There, like the waves about 
the Hebrides, the low underwood is agitated continually. 
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But there is no wind throughout the heaven. And the tall 
primeval trees rock eternally hither and thither with a 
crashing and mighty sound. And from their high summits, 
one by one, drop everlasting dews. And at the roots, strange 
poisonous flowers lie writhing in perturbed slumber. And 
overhead, with a rustling and loud noise, the grey clouds 
rush westwardly for ever, until they roll, a cataract, over the 
fiery wall of the horizon. But there is no wind throughout 
the heaven. And by the shores of the river Zaire there is 
neither quiet nor silence. 

“It was night, and the rain fell; and, falling, it was rain, 
but, having fallen, it was blood. And I stood in the morass 
among the tall lilies, and the rain fell upon my head—and 
the lilies sighed one unto the other in the solemnity of their 
qasulation. 

“ And, all at once, the moon arose through the thin ghastly 
mist, and was crimson in colour. And mine eyes fell upon a 
huge grey rock which stood by the shore of the river, and 
was lighted by the light of the moon. And the rock was 
grey, and ghastly, and tall,—and the rock was grey. Upon 
its front were characters engraven in the stone; and I walked 
through the morass of water-lilies, until I came close unto the 
shore, that I might read the characters upon the stone. But 
I could not decipher them. And I was going back into the 
morass, when the moon shone with a fuller red, and I turned 
and looked again upon the rock, and upon the characters ;— 
and the characters were DESOLATION. 

“ And I looked upwards, and there stood a man upon the 
summit of the rock ; and I hid myself among the water-lilies 
that IJ might discover the actions of the man. And the man 
was tall and stately in form, and was wrapped up from his 
shoulders to his fect in the toga of old Rome. And the out- 
lines of his figure were indistinct—but his features were the 
features of a deity; for the mantle of the night, and of the 
mist, and of the moon, and of the dew, had left uncovered the 
features of his face. And his brow was lofty with thought, 
and his eve wild with care ; and, in the few furrows upon his 
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cheek, I read the fables of sorrow, and weariness, and disgust 
with mankind, and a longing after solitude. 

“ And the man sat upon the rock, and leaned his head upon 
his hand, and looked out upon the desolation. He looked down 
into the low unquiet shrubhery, and up into the tall primeval 
trees, and up higher at the rustling heaven, and into the crimson 
moon. And I Jay close within shelter of the lihes, and 
observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled in the 
solitude ;—but the night waned, and he sat upon the rock. 

“And the man turned his attention from the heaven, and 
looked out upon the dreary river Zaire, and upon the yellow 
ghastly waters, and upon the pale legions of the wate: lilies 
And the man listened to the sighs of the water lilies, and ta 
the murmur that came up from among them. And I lay close 
within my covert and observed the actions of the man. And 
the man trembled in the solitude ;—but the night waned, and 
he sat upon the rock. 

“Then I went down into the recesses of the morass, and 
waded afar in among the wilde:ness of the lihes, and called 
unto the hippopotami which dwelt among the fens in the 
recesses of the morass, And the hippopotami heard my call, 
and came, with the behemoth, unto the foot of the rock, and 
roared Jondly and fearfully beneath the moon. And I lay 
close within my covert and observed the actions of the man. 
Aud the man trembled in the solitude ;—but the night waned, 
and he sat upon the rock. 

“Then I cursed the elements with the curse of tumult ; and 
a frightful tempest gathered in the heaven, where before 
there had been no wind. And the heaven became livid with 
the violence of the tempest—and the rain beat upon the head 
of the man—and the floods of the rivcr came down—and the 
river was tormented into foam—and the water-lilies shriehed 
within their bed»—and the forest crumbled before the wind— 
and the thunder rolled—and the lightning fell—and the rock 
rocked to its foundation. And I lay close within my covert 
and observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled in 
the solitude ;—but the night waned, and he sat upon the rock. 
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“Then I grew angry and cursed, with the curse of silence, 
the river, and the lilies, and the wind, and the forest, and 
the heaven, and the thunder, and the sighs of the water- 
lilies. And they became accursed, and were s/ill, And the 
moon ceased to totter up its pathway to heaven—and the 
thunder died away—and the lightning did not flash—and the 
clouds hung motionless—and the waters sunk to their level 
and remained—and the trees ceased to rock—and the water- 
lilies sighed no more—and the murmur was heard no longer 
from among them, nor any shadow of sound throughout the 
vast illimitable desert. And I looked upon the characters 
of the rock, and they were changed ;—-and the characters were 
SILENCE, 

“ And mine eyes fell upon the countenance of the man, and 
his countenance was wan with terror. And, hurriedly, he 
raised his head from his hand, and stood forth upon the 
rock and listened. But there was no voice throughout the 
vast illimitable desert, and the characters upon the rock were 
SILENCE, And the man shuddered, and turned his face away, 
and fled afar off, in haste, so that I beheld him no more.” 

Now there are fine tales in the volumes of the Magi 
-——in the iron- bound, melancholy volumes of the Magi. 
Therein, I say, are glorious histories of the Heaven, and of 
the Earth, and of the mighty Sea—and of the Genii that over- 
ruled the sea, and the earth, and the lofty heaven. There 
was much lore, too, in the sayings which were said by the 
sybils; and holy, holy things were heard of old by the dim 
leaves that trembled around Dodona—but, as Allah liveth, 
that fable which the demon told me as he sat by my side in 
the shadow of the tomb, I hold to be the most wonderful of 
all! And as the Demon made an end of his story, he fell 
back within the cavity of the tomb and laughed. And I 
could not laugh with the Demon, and he cursed me because I 
could not laugh. And the lynx which dwelleth for ever in 
the tomb, came out therefrom, and lay down at the feet of the 
Timon and Innked at him steadily in the face. 


ESSAYS. 


TIE POETIC PRINCIPLE, 


In speaking of the Poetic Principle, I have no design to he 
either thorough or profound. While discussing very much at 
random the essentiality of what we call Poetry, my principal 
purpose will be to cite for consideration some few of thos¢ 
minor English or American poems which best suit my own 
taste, or which, upon my own fancy, have left the most 
definite nnpression. By “minor poems” I mean, of course, 
poems of little length. And here, in the beginning, permit 
me to say a few words in regard to a somewhat peculiar 
principle, which, whether nghtfully or wrongfully, has always 
had its influence in my own critical estimate of the poem. I 
hold that a long poem does not exist. J maintain that the 
phrase, “a long poem,” is simply a flat contradiction in 
terms, 

1 need scarcely observe that a poem deserves its title only 
ipasmuch as it excites, by elevating the soul. The value of 
the poem is in the ratio of this elevating excitement. But all 
excitements are, through a psychal necessity, transient. That 
degree of excitement which would entitle a poem to be s0 
called at all, cannot be sustained throughout a composition 
of any great length. After the lapse of half an hour, at the 
very utmost, it flags—fails—a revulsion ensues—and then the 
poem is, in effect, and in fact, no longer such. 

There are, no doubt, many who have found difficulty in 
reconciling the critical dictum that the “ Paradise Lost’ is to 
Le devoutly admired throughout, with the absolute impos- 
sibility of maintaining for it, during pcrusal, the amount of 
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enthusiasm which that critical dictum would demand. ‘Lhis 
great work, in fact, is to be regarded as poetical only when, 
Josing sight of that vital requisite in all works of Art, Unity, 
we view it merely as a series of minor poems. If, to preserve 
its Unity—its totality of effect or impression—we read it (as 
would be necessary) at a single sitting, the result is but a 
constant alternation of excitement and depression. After a 
passage of what we feel to be true poetry, there follows, 
inevitably, a passage of platitude which no critical pre- 
judgment can force us to admire ; but if, upon completing the 
work, we read it again; omitting the first book—that is to 
say, commencing with the second—we shall be surprised at 
now finding that admirable which we before condemned— 
that damnable which we had previously so much admired, 
Tt follows from all this that the ultimate, aggregate, ot 
absolute effect of even the best epic under the sun, is a nullity 
--and this is precisely the fact. 

In regard to the Iliad, we have, if not positive proof, at 
least very good reason, for believing it intended as a series of 
lyrics; but, granting the epic intention, I can say only that 
the work is based in an Imperfect sense of Art. The modern 
epic is, of the supposititious ancient model, but an incon- 
siderate and blindfold imitation. But the day of these artistic 
anomalies is over. If, at any time, any very long poem were 
popular in reality—which I doubt—it is at least clear that no 
very long poem will ever be popular again. 

That the extent of a poetical work is, ccleris paribus, the 
measure of its merit, seems undoubtedly, when we thus state 
it, a proposition sufficiently absurd—yet we are indebted for 
it to the Quarterly Reviews. Surely there can be nothing in 
mere size, abstractly considered—there can be nothing in mere 
bulk, so far as a volume is concerned, which has so continu- 
ously elicited admiration from these saturnine pamphlets! A 
mountain, to be sure, by the mere sentiment of physical 
magnitude which it conveys, dues impress us with a sense of 
the sublime—but no man is impressed after this fashion by 
the material grandeur of even “The Columbiad.” Even the 
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Quarterlies have not instructed us to be so impressed by it. 
As yet, they have not tnsisfed on our estimating Lamantine by 
the cubic foot, or Pollock by the pound—but what clse are we 
to infer from their continual prating about “sustained effort ” 9 
If, by ‘“‘sustained effort,” any little gentleman has accomplished 
an epic, let us frankly commend him for the effort—if this 
indeed be a thing commendable—but let us forbear praising 
the epic on the effort’s account. It is to be hoped that 
cominon sense, in the time to come, will prefer deciding upon 
a work of Art rather by the impression it makes—by the 
effect it produces—than by the time it took to impress the 
effect, or by the amount of “sustained effort” which had been 
found necessary in effecting the impression. Thg fact is, that 
perseverance is one thing and genius quite another—nor ean 
all the Quarterlies in Christendom confound them. By and 
by, this proposition, with many which I have been just urging, 
will be received as self-evident. In the meantime, by bemg 
generally condemned as falsities, they will not be essentially 
damaged as truths. 

On the other hand, it is clear thal a poem may be improperly 
brief. Undue brevity degenerates into mee epigrammatism, 
A tery short poem, while now and then preaducing a brilliant or 
vivid, never produces a profound or enduing effect. These 
must be the steady pressing down of the stamp upon the wax. 
De Béranger has wrought innumerable things, pungent and 
spirit-stiriing, but in general they have been too imponderous 
to stamp themselves deeply into the public attention, and 
thus, as so many feathers of fancy, have been blown aloft only 
to be whistled down the wind. 

A remarkable instance of the effect of undue brevity in 
depressing a poem, in keeping it out of the popular view, is 
afforded by the following exquisite little Serenade :— 


J arise from dreams of thee 
In the first sweet sleep of night 
When the winds are breathing low, 
And the stars are shining brig! t, 
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I arise from dreams of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 

Has led me—who knows how ?— 
To thy chamber-window, swect ! 


The wandering airs they faint 

On the dark the silent stream— 
The champak odours fail 

Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 
The nightingale’s complaint, 

It dies upon her heart, 
As I must die on thine, 

O, beloved as thou art! 


O, lift me from the grass! 
I die, I faint, I fail! 
Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 
My check is cold and white, alas! 
My heart beats loud and fast : 
O! press it close to thine again, 
Where it will break at last ! 


Very few perhaps are fainiliar with these lines, yet no less 
a poet than Shelley is their author. Their warm, yet delicate 
and ethereal imagination will be appreciated by all, but by 
none so thoroughly as by him who has himself arisen from 
sweet dreams of one beloved to bathe in the aromatic air of a 
southern midsummer night. 

One of the finest poems by Willis, the very best in my 
opinion which he has ever written, has no doubt, through this 
same defect of undue brevity, been kept back from its proper 
position, not less in the critical than in the popular view :— 


The shadows lay along Broadway, 
’*T was near the twilight-tide— 
And slowly there a lady fair 
Was walking in her price. 
Alone walk’d she ; but, viewlessly, 
Walk’d spirits at her side. 
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Peace charm'd the street beneath her feet, 
And Honour charm’d the air ; 

And all astir looked kind on her, 
And called her good as fair— 

For all God ever gave to her 
She kept with chary care. 


She kept with care her beauties rare 
From lovers warm and true— 

For heart was cold to all but gold, 
And the rich came not to woo-— 
Sut honour’d well her charms to sell, 

If priests the selling do, 


Now walking there was one moe fair— 
A slight girl, hiy-pale ; 

And she had unseen company 
To make the spirit quail— 

’Twixt Want and Scorn she walk’d forlorn, 
And nothing could avail. 


No mercy now can clear her brow 
From this wo1ld’s peace to pray, 
For as Jove’s wild prayer dissolved in air, 
Her woman's heart gave way !— 
iut the sin forgiven by Christ in Icuven, 
Ly man is cursed alway | 


In this composition we find it difficult to recognise the 
Willis who has written so many mere “verses of society.” 
The lines are not only richly ideal but full of energy, while 
they breathe an earnestness, an evident sincerity of sentiment, 
for which we look in vain throughout all the other works of 
this author. 

While the epic mania, while the idea that to merit in poetry 
prolixity is indispensable, has for some years past been gradu- 
ally dying out of the public mind, by mere dint of its own 
absurdity, we find it succeeded by a heresy too palpably false 
to be long tolerated, but one which, in the brief period it has 
already endured, may be said to have accomplished more in 
the corruption of our Pvuetial Literature than ali its other 
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enemies combined. I allude to the heresy of The Didactic. 
It has been assumed, tacitly and avowedly, directly and in- 
directly, that the ultimate object of all Poetry is Truth. 
Every poem, it is said, should inculcate a moral, and by this 
moral is the poetical merit of the work to be adjudged. We 
Americans especially have patronized this happy idea, and 
we Bostonians very especially have developed it in full. We 
have taken it into our heads that to write a poem simply for 
the poem’s sake, and to acknowledge stich to have been our 
design, would be to confess ourselves radically want'ng in the 
true poctic dignity and force:—but the simple fact is that 
would we but permit ourselves to look into our own souls 
we should immediately there discover that under the sun 
there neither exists nor can exist any work more thoroughly 
dignified, more supremely noble, than this very poem, this 
poem per se, this poem which is a poem and nothing more, this 
poem written solely for the poem’s sake. 

With as deep a reverence for the True as ever inspired the 
bosom of man, I would nevertheless limit, in some measure, 
its modes of inculcation. 1 would limit to enforce them. I 
would not enfecble them by dissipation. The demands of 
Truth are severe. She has no sympathy with the myrtles. 
All that which is so indispensable in Song is precisely all thut 
with which she has nothing whatever to do. It is but making 
her a flaunting paradox to wreathe her in gems and flowers. 
In enforcing a truth we need severity rather than efflorescence 
of language. We must be simple, precise, terse. We must 
be cool, calm, unimpassioned. In a word, we must be in that 
mood which, as nearly as possible, is the exact converse of the 
poetical. fe must be blind indeed who does not perceive the 
radical and chasmal difference between the truthful and the 
poetical modes of inculeation. He must be theory-mad beyond 
redemption who, in spite of these differences, shall still persist 
in attempting to reconcile the obstinate oils and waters of 
Poetry and Truth. 

Dividing the world of mind into its three most immediately 
obvious distinctions, we have the Pure Intellect, Taste, and the 
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Moral Sense. I place Taste in the middle because it is just 
this position which in the mind it occupies. It holds intimate 
relations with either extreme; but from the Moral Sense is 
separated by so faint a difference that Aristotle has not 
hesitated to place some of its operations among the virtues 
themselves. Nevertheless we find the offices of the trio marked 
with a sufficient distinction. Just as the Intellect concerns 
itself with Truth, so Taste informs us of the Beautiful, while 
the Moral Sense is regardful of Duty. Of this latter, while 
Conscience teaches the obligation, and Reason the expediency, 
Taste contents herself with displaying the charms, waging war 
upon Vice solely on the ground of her deformity, her “ispro- 
portion, her animosity to the fitting, to the appropriate, to 
the harmenious, in a word, to Beauty. 

An immortal instinct deep within the spirit of man is thus 
plainly a sense of the Beautiful. This it is which administers 
to his delight in the manifold forms, and sounds, and odours, 
ynd sentiments amid which he exists. And just as the lily is 
repeated in the lake, or the eyes of Amaryllis in the mirror, 
so is the mere oral or written repetition of these forms, and 
sounds, and colours, and odours, and sentiments a duplicate 
source of delight. But this mere repetition is not poetry. 
He ho shall simply sing, with however glowing enthusiasm, 
or with however vivid a truth of description, of the sights, 
and sounds, and odours, and colours, and sentiments which 
greet hum in common with all mankind—he, I say, has yet 
failed to prove his divine title. There is still a somethiveg in 
the distance which he has been unable to attain. We have 
still a thirst unquenchable, to allay which he has not shown 
us the crystal springs. This thirst belongs to the immortality 
of Man. It is at once a consequence and an indication of his 
perennial existence. It is the desire of the moth for the star. 
It is no mere appreciation of the Beauty before us, but a wild 
effort to reach the Beauty above. Inspired by an ecstatic 
prescience of the glories beyond the grave, we struggle by 
multiform combinations among the things and thoughts of 
Time to attain a portion of that Loveliness whose very elements 
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perhaps appertain to eternity alone. ‘And thus when by 
Poetry, or when by Music, the most entrancing of the poetic 
moods, we find ourselves melted into tears, we weep then, not 
as the Abbate Gravina supposes, through excess of pleasure, 
but through a certain petulant, impatient sorrow at our 
inability to grasp now, wholly, here on earth, at once and 
for ever, those divine and rapturous joys of which through 
the poem, or through the music, we attain to but brief and 
indeterminate glimpses. 

The struggle to apprehend the supernal Loveliness—this 
struggle, on the part of souls fittingly constituted—has given 
to the world all that which it (the world) has ever been enabled 
at once to understand and to fecd as poetic. 

The Poetic Sentiment, of course, may develop itself in 
various modes—in Painting, in Sculpture, in Architecture, in 
the Dance—very especially in Music—~—and very peculiarly, 
and with a wide field, in the composition of the Landscape 
Garden. Our present theme, however, has regard only to its 
manifestation in words. And here let me speak briefly on the 
topic of rhythm. Contenting myself with the certainty that 
Music, in its various modes of metre, rhythm, and rhyme, is 
of so vast a moment in Poetry as never to be wisely rejected 
—is so vitally important an adjunct, that he is simply silly 
who declines its assistance, I will not now pause to maintain 
its absolute essentiality. It is in Music perhaps that the soul 
most nearly attains the great end for which, when inspired by 
the Poetic Sentiment, it struggles—the creation of supern. | 
Beauty. It may be, indeed, that here this sublime end i-, 
now and then, attained in fact. We are often made to feel, 
with a shivering delight, that from an earthly harp are stricken 
notes which cannot have been unfamiliar to the angels. And 
thus there can be little doubt that in the union of Paetry 
with Music in its popular sense, we shall find the widest fie!d 
for the Poetic development. The old Bards and Minnesingers 
had advantages which we do not possess—and Thomas Moore, 
singing his own songs, was, in the most legitimate manner, 
perfecting them as poems. 


THE POETIC PRINCIPLE. 161 


To recapitulate then :—I would define, in brief, the Poetry 
of words as The Lthythmical Creation of Beauty. Its sole arbiter 
is Taste. With the Intellect or with the Conscience it has 
only collateral relations. Unless incidentally, it has no 
concern whatever either with Duty or with Truth. 

A few words, however, in explanation. That pleasure which 
is at once the most pure, the most elevating, and the most 
intense, is derived, I maintain, from the contemplation of the 
Beautiful. In the contemplation of Beauty we alone find it 
possible to attain that pleasurable elevation, or excitement of 
the soul, which we recognise as the Poetic Sentiment, and 
which is so easily distinguished from Truth, which is the satis- 
faction of the Reason, or from Passion, which is the excitement 
of the heart. I make Beauty, therefore—using the word as 
inclusive of the sublime—I make Beauty the province of the 
poem, simply because it is an obvious rule of Art that effects 
should be made to spring as directly as possible from their 
causes :—no one as yet having been weak enough to deny that 
the peculiar elevation in question is at least most readily attain- 
able in the poem. It by no means follows, however, that the 
incitements of Passion, or the precepts of Duty, or even the 
lessons of Truth, may not be introduced into a poem, and with 
advantage ; for they may subserve incidentally, in various ways, 
the general purposes of the work: but the tiue artist will always 
contrive to tone them down in proper subjection to that Beauty 
which is the atmosphere and the real essence of the poem. 

I cannot better introduce the few poems which I shall 
present for your consideration, than by the citation of the 
Pioem to Longfellow’s “ Waif:”— 


The diy 19 done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night, 

As a feather is wafted downward 
Fiom an Eagle in his flight. 


I see the lights of the village 
Glcam through the rain and the mist, 
And a feeling of sadness comes o’er mc, 
That my soul cannot resist ; 
L 
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A feeling of sadness and longing, 
That is not akin to pain, 

And resembles sorrow only 
As the mist resembles the rain, 


Come, read to me some poem, 
Some simple and heartfelt lay, 
That shall soothe this restless fecling, 
And banish the thoughts of day. 


Not from the grand old masters, 
Not from the bards sublime, 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Tine 


For, like strains of martial music, 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 

Life’s endless toil and endeavour 3 
And to-night I long for rest, 


Read from some humbler poet, 
Whose songs gushed from his heart, 
As showers from the clouds of summer, 
Or tears from the eyelids start ; 


Who through long days of labour, 
And nights devoid of ease, 

Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful inelodies. 


Such songs have power to quiet 
The restless pulse of care, 

Aud come like the benediction 
That follows after prayer. 


Then read from the treasured volume 
The poem of thy choice, 

And lend to the rhyme of the poet 
The beauty of thy voice. 


And the night shall be filled with music, 
And the cares that infest the day, 

Shall fold their tents like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away. 
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With no great range of imagination, these lines have been 
justly admired for their delicacy of expression. Some of the 
images are very effective. Nothing can be better than— 


——-—_——-——the bards sublime, 
Whose distant footsteps echo 
Down the corridors of Time. 


The idea of the last quatrain is also very effective. Tho 
poem on the whole, however, is chiefly to be admired for the 
graceful insouciance of its metre, so well in accordance with 
the character of the sentiments, and especially for the case 
of the general manner. This “ease” or naturalness, in a 
literary style, it has long been the fashion to regard as caso 
in appearance alone—as a point of really difficult attainment. 
But not so:—a natural manner is difficult only to him who 
should never meddle with it—to the unnatural. It is but the 
result of writing with the understanding, or with the instinct, 
that the tone, in composition, should always be that which the 
mass of mankind would adopt—and must perpetually vary, 
of course, with the occasion. The author who, after the 
fashion of The North American Review, should be’ upon all 
occasions merely “quiet,” must necessarily upon many occa- 
sions be simply silly, or stupid; and has no more right to 
he considered “easy” or “natural” than a Cockney exquisite, 
or than the sleeping Beauty in the waxworks. 

Among the minor poems of Bryant, none has so much 
impressed me as the one which he entitles “June.” I quote 
only a portion of it :-— 


There, through the long, long summer hours, 
The golden light should hie, 

And thick young herbs and groups of flowers 
Stand in their beauty by. 

The oriole should build and tell 

THis love-tale, close beside my cell ; 
The idle butterfly 

Should rest him there, and there be heard 

The housewife bee and humming bid. 
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And what, if cheerful shouts at noon, 
Come, from the village sent, 

Or songs of maids, beneath the moon, 
With fairy laughter blent ? 

And what if, in the evening light, 

Betrothed lovers walk in sight 
Of my low monument ? 

I would the lovely scene around 

Might know no sadder sight nor sound. 


I know, I know I should not see 
The season's glorious show, 

Nor would its brightness shine for me; 
Nor its wild music flow ; 

But if, around my place of sleep, 

The friends I love should come to weep, 
They might not haste to go. 

Soft airs and song, and light and bloom, 

Should keep them lingering by my tomb. 


These to their soften’d hearts should bear 
The thought of what has been, 

And speak of one who cannot shaie 
The gladness of the scene ; 

Whose part in all the pomp that fills 

The circuit of the summer hills, 
Is—that his grave is green ; 

And deeply would their hearts rejoice 

To hear again his living voice. 


The rhythmical flow here is even voluptuous—nothing could 
be more melodious. The poem has always affected me in a 
remarkable manner. The intense melancholy which seems 
to well up, perforce, to the surface of all the poet’s cheerful 
sayings about his grave, we find thrilling us to the soul— 
while there is the truest poetic elevation in the thrill. The 
impression left is one of a pleasurable sadness. And if, in 
the remaining compositions which I shall introduce to you, 
there be more or less of a similar tone always apparent, let 
me remind you that (how or why we know not) this certain 
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taint of sadness is inseparably connected with all the higher 
manifestations of true Beauty. It is, nevertheless, 


A feeling of sadness and longing 
That is not akin to pain, 

And resembles sorrow only 
As the mist resembles the rain, 


The taint of which I speak is clearly perceptible even in a 
poem so full of brilliancy and spirit as “The Health” of 
Edward Coote Pinkney :— 


I fill this cup to one made up 
Of loveliness alone, 

A woman, of her gentle sex 
The seeming paragon ; 

To whom the better elements 
And kindly stars have given 
A form so fair, that like the arr, 

"Tis less of earth than heaven. 


Her every tone is music’s own, 
Like those of morning birds, 
And something more than melody 

Dwells ever in her words ; 
The coinage of her heart are they, 
And from her lips each flows 
As one may see the burden’d bceo 
Forth issue from the rose. 


Affections are as thoughts to her, 
The measures of her hours ; 

Her feelings have the fragrancy, 
The freshness of young floweis ; 

And lovely passions, changing oft, 
So fill her, she appears 

The image of themselves by turns, — 
The idol of past years ! 


Of her bright face one glance will trace 
A picture on the brain, 

And of her voice in echoing hearts 
A sound must long remain ; 

But memory, such as mine of her, 
So very much endears, 

When death is nigh my latest sigh 
Will not be life’s, but hes. 
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I fill’d this cup to one made up 
Of loveliness alone, 
A woman, of her gentle sex 
The seeming paragon— 
Her health ! and would on earth there stood, 
Some more of such a frame, , 
That life might be all poetry, 
And weariness a name. 


It was the misfortune of Mr. Pinkney to have been born 
too far south. Had he been a New Englander, it is probable 
that he would have been ranked as the first of American 
lyrists by that magnanimous cabal which has so _ long 
controlled the destinies of American Letters, in conducting 
the thing called Zhe North American Leview. The poem 
just cited is especially beautiful; but the poetic elevation 
which it Induces we must refer chiefly to our sympathy in 
the poet’s enthusiasm. We pardon his hyperboles for the 
evident earnestness with which they are uttered. 

It was by no means my design, however, to expatiate upon 
the merits of what I should read you. These will necessarily 
speak for themselves. Boccalini, in his Advertisements froin 
Parnassus, tells us that Zoilus once presented Apollo a very 
caustic criticism upon a very admirable book :—whereupon 
the god asked him for the beauties of the work. He replied 
that he only busied himself about the errors. On hearing this, 
Apollo, handing him a sack of unwinnowed wheat, bade hin 
pick out all the chaff for his reward. 

Now this fable answers very well as a hit at the critics— 
but I am by no means sure that the god was in the right. I 
am by no means certain that the true limits of the critical 
duty are not grossly misunderstood. Excellence, in a poem 
especially, may be considered in the light of an axiom, which 
need only be properly put, to become self-evident. It is nut 
excellence if it require to be demonstrated as such :—and thus 
to point out too particularly the merits of a work of Art, is tu 
admit that they are not merits altogether. 

Among the “Melodies” of Thomas Moore is one whose 
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distinguished character as a poem proper seems to have been 
singularly left out of view. I allude to his lines beginning-— 
“Come, rest in this bosom.” The intense energy of their 
expression is not surpassed by anything in Byron. There are 
two of the lines in which a sentiment is conveyed that 
embodies the all in all of the divine passion of Love—a 
sentiment which, perhaps, has found its echo in more, and in 
more passionate, human hearts than any other single sentiment 
ever embodied in words :— 


Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer, 

Though the herd have fled from thee, thy home is still here ; 
Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o’ercast, 

And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last. 


Oh! what was love made for, if ’tis not the same 

Through joy and through torment, through glory and shame? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt’s in that heart, 

IT but know that I love thee, whatever thou art. 


Thou hast call’d mo thy Angel in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I'll be, ’mid the horrors of this, — 
Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue, 
And shield thee, and save thee,—or perish there too ! 


It has been the fashion of late days to deny Moore Imagina- 
tion, while granting him Fancy—a distinction originating 
with Coleridge—than whom no man more fully comprehended 
the great powers of Moore. The fact is, that the fancy of this 
poet so far predominates over all his other facultics, and over 
the fancy of all other men, as to have induced, very natural'y, 
the idea that he is fanciful onjy. But never was there a 
greater mistake.' Never was a grosser wrong done the fame 
of a true poct. In the compass of the English language I can call 
to mind no poem more profoundly—more weirdly imaginative, 
in the best sense, than the lines commencing—“I would I 
were by that dim lake ”—which are the composition of Thomas 
Moore. I regret that I am unable to remember them. 

One of the noblest—and, speaking of Fancy—one of the most 
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singularly fanciful of modern poets, was Thomas Hood. His 
“Fair Ines ” had always for me an inexpressible charm :— 


O saw ye not fair Ines? 
She’s gone into the West, 
To dazzle when the sun is down 
And rob the world of rest 
She took our daylight with her, 
The smiles that we love best, 
With morning blushes on her clicek, 
And peails upon her breast. 


O turn again, fair Ines, 
Before the fall of night, 

For fear the moon should shine alone, 
And stars unrivall’d biight ; 

And blessed will the lover be 
That walks bencath their hight, 

And breathes the love against thy cheek 
I dare not even write ! 


Would I had been, fai: Ines, 
That gallant cavalier, 

Who 10de so gaily by thy side, 
And whisper’d thee so neat ! 

Were there no bonny dames at home, 
QO: no true lovers here, 

That he should cross the seas to Wu 
The dearest of the dear ? 


I saw thee, lovely Ines, 
Descend along the shore, 

With bands of noble gentlemen, 
And banners waved before ; 

And gentle youth and maidens gay, 
And snowy plumes they woe; ° 
It would have been a beauteous dieam, 

If it had been no more } 


Alas, alas, fair Ines, 
She went away with song, 
With Music waiting on hei steps, 
Aud shontings of the throng ; 
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But some were sad and felt no mirth, 
But only Music’s wrong, 

In sounds that sang Farewell, Farewell, 
To her you’ve loved so long. 


Farewell, farewell, fair Incs, 
That vesse] never boro 
So fair a lady on its deck, 
Nor danced so light befo1e,— 
Alas for pleasure on the sea, 
And sorrow on the shore ! 
The smile that blest one love1’s heart 
Has bioken many moie! 


“The Haunted House,” by the same author, is one of the 
truest poems ever written,—one of the truest, one of the most 
unexceptionable, one of the most thoroughly artistic, both in 


its theme and in its execution. 


It is, moreover, powerfully 


ideal—imaginative. I regret that its length renders it unsuit- 


able for the purposes of this lecture. 


In place of it permit me 


to offer the universally appreciated ‘“ Bridge of Sighs :”— 


One more Unfortunate, 
Weary of breath, 
Rashly importunate 
Gone to her death! 


Take her up tenderly, 
Lift her with care ;— 
Fashion’d so tendaly, 
Young and so fair! 


Look at her garments 
Clinging hke cer:ements ; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing ; 
Take her up instantly, 
Loving, not loathing. 


Touch her not scornfully ; 
Think of her mournfully, 
Gently and humanly ; 
Not of the stains of her, 
All that remains of her 
Now is pure woinanly. 


Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 

Rash and undutitul ; 
Past all dishonour, 
Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful. 


Where the lamps quiver 

So far in the river, 

With many a light 

From window and casement 
From gairet to basement, 
She stood, with amazement, 
Houseless by night. 


The bleak wind of March 
Made her tremble and shiver 
But not the dark arch, 

Or the black flowing river : 
Mad from life’s history, 
Glad to death’s mystery, 
Swift to be hurl’d — 
Anywhere, anywheie 

Out of the wold ! 
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In she plunged boldly, 
No matter how coldly 
The rough river ran, — 
Over the brink of it, 
Picture it,—think of it, 
Dissolute Man ! 

Lave in it, drink of it 
Then, if you can! 


Still, for all slips of hers, 
One of Eve’s family— 
Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing so clammily, 

Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comb, 
Her fair auburn tresses ; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home ? 


Who was her father ? 
Who was her mother ? 
Had she a sister 2 

Had she a brother? 

Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other ? 


Alas! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun ! 

Oh! it was pitiful! 
Near a whole city full, 
Home she had none, 


Sisterly, brotherly, 
Fatherly, motherly, 
Feelings had changed : 


Love, by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from its emincuce ; 
Even God’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 


Take her up tenderly ; 
Lift her with care ; 
Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair ! 
Kre her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly, 
Decently, —kindly,— 
Smooth and compose 
them ; 
And her eyes, close them, 
Staring so blindly ! 


Dreadfully staring 
Through muddy impurity, 
As when with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fixed on futurity. 


Perishing gloomily, 

Spurred by contunely, 

Cold inhumanity, 

Burning insanity, 

Into her rest, — 

Cross her hands humbly, 

As if praying dumbly, 

Over her breast ! 

Owning her weakucss, 

Her evil behaviour, 

And leaving, with meek- 
ness, 

Her sins to her Saviow ! 


The vigour of this poem is no less remarkable than its 
pathos. The versification, although carrying the fanciful to the 
very verge of the fantastic, is nevertheless admirably adapted 
to the wild insanity which is the thesis of the poem. 

Among the minor poems of Lord Byron is one which has 


THE POETIC PRINCIPLE. 171 


never received from the critics the praise which it undoubtedly 
deserves :— 


Though the day of my destiny’s over, 
And the star of my fate hath declined, 
Thy soft heart refused to discover 
The faults which so many could find ; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 
It shrunk not to share it with me, 
And the love which my spirit hath painted 
It never hath found but in thee. 


Then when nature around me is smiling, 
The last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe it beguiling, 
Because it reminds me of thine ; 

And when winds ate at war with the ocean, _ 
As the breasts I believed in with me, 

If their billows excite an emotion, 
It is that they bear me from thee. 


Though the rock of my last hope is shivered, 
And its fragments are sunk in the wave, 
Though I feel that my soul is delivered 
To pain—it shall not be its slave. 
There is many a pang to pursue me: 
They may crush, but they shall not contemn— 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me— 
"Tis of thee that 1 think—not of them. 


Though human, thou didst not deceive me, 
Though woman, thou didst not forsake, 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me, 
Though slandered, thou never couldst shake,— 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me, 
Though parted, it was not to fly, 
Though watchful, twas not to defame me, 
Nor mute, that the world might belie. 


Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it, 
Nor the war of the many with one— 

If my soul was not fitted to prize it, 
"T'was folly not sooner to shun : 
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In she plunged boldly, 
No matter how coldly 
The rough river ran, — 
Over the brink of it, 
Picture it,—think of it, 
Dissolute Man ! 

Lave in it, drink of it 
Then, if you can ! 


Still, for all slips of hers, 
One of Kve’s family— 
Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Ovzing so clammily, 

Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comb, 
Her fair auburn tresses ; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home ¢ 


Who was her father ? 
Who was her mother ? 
Had she a sister ? 

Had she a brother? 

Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other ? 


Alas ! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun ! 

Oh! it was pitiful ! 
Near a whole city full, 
Home she had none. 


Sisterly, brotherly, 
Fatherly, motherly, 
Feelings had changed : 


Love, by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from its emincuce ; 
Fven God’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 


Take her up tenderly ; 
Lift her with care ; 
Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair ! 
Ere her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly, 
Decently, —kindly, — 
Smooth and compose 
them ; 
And her eyes, close them, 
Staring so blindly ! 


Dreadfully staring 
Through muddy impurity, 
As when with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fixed on futurity. 


Perishing gloomily, 

Spurred by contumely, 

Cold inhumanity, 

Burning insanity, 

Into her rest, — 

Cross her hands humbly, 

As if praying dumbly, 

Over her breast ! 

Owning her weakness, 

Her evil behaviour, 

And leaving, with meek- 
ness, 

Her sins to he: Saviow ! 


The vigour of this poem is no less remarkable than its 
pathos. ‘The versification, although carrying the fanciful to the 
very verge of the fantastic, is nevertheless admirably adapted 
to the wild insanity which is the thesis of the poem. 

Among the minor poems of Lord Byron is one which has 
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never received from the critics the praise which it undoubtedly 
deserves :-— 


Though the day of my destiny’s over, 
And the star of my fate hath declined, 
Thy soft heart refused to discover 
The faults which so many could find ; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 
It shrunk not to share it with me, 
Aud the love which my spirit hath paiuted 
It never hath found but in thee. 


Then when nature around me is smiling, 
The last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe it beguiling, 
Because it reminds me of thine ; 

Aud when winds are at war with the oecan, 
As the breasts I believed in with mo, 

If their billows excite an emotion, 
It is that they bear me from thee. 


Though the rock of my last hope is shivered, 
And its fragments are sunk in the wave, 
Though I feel that my soul is delivered 
To pain—it shall not be its slave. 
There is many a pang to pursue me : 
They way crush, but they shall not contemn— 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me— 
"Tis of thee that I think—not of them. 


Though human, thou didst not deceive me, 
Though woman, thou didst not forsake, 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me, 
Though slandered, thou never couldst shake,— 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me, 
Though parted, it was not to fly, 
Though watchful, ’twas not to defame me, 
Nor mute, that the world might belie, 


Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it, 
Nor the war of the many with one— 

If my soul was not fitted to prize it, 
Twas folly not sooner to shun: 
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And if dearly that error hath cost me, 
And more than I once could foresee, 

I have found that whatever it lost me, 
It could not deprive me of thee, 


From the wreck of the past, which hath perished, 
Thus much I at least may recall, 
It hath taught me that which I most cherished 
Deserved to be dearest of all : j 
In the desert a fountain is springing, 
In the wide waste there still is a tree, 
And a bird in the solitude singing, 
Which speaks to my spirit of thee. 


Although the rhythm here is one of the most difficult, the 
versification could scarcely be improved. No nobler theme ever 
engaged the pen of poet. It is the soul-elevating idea that 
no man can consider himself entitled to complain of Fate while 
in his adversity he still retains the unwavering love of woman. 

From Alfred Tennyson, although in perfect sincerity I 
regard him as the noblest poet that ever lived, I have left 
myself time to cite only a very brief specimen. I call him, 
and think him the noblest of poets, not because the impressions 
he produces are at all times the most profound—not because 
the poetical excitement which he induces is at all times the 
most intense—but because it is at all times the most ethereal— 
in other words, the most elevating and most pure. No poct 
is so little of the earth, earthy. What I am about to read is 
fiom his last long poem, ‘‘ The Princess :”— 


Tears, idle tears, T know not what they mean, 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy Autumn fields, 
And thinking of the days that are no more, 


Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 
That brings our friends up from the unde1 wold, 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge ; 

So sad, so fiesh, the days that are no more. 
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Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The earliest pipe of half-awaken’d bids 
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square ; 
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more, 


Dear as remember’d kisses after death, 
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign’d 
On lips that are for others ; decp as love, 
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret ; 
O Death in Life, the days that are no moie. 


Thus, although in a very cursory and imperfect manner, I 
have endeavoured to convey to you my conception of the Poetic 
Principle. It has been my purpose to suggest that, while this 
Principle itself is strictly and simply the Human Aspiration for 
Supernal Beauty, the manifestation of the Principle is always 
found in an elevating excitement of the soul, quite independent of 
that passion which is the intoxication of the Heart, or of that 
truth which is the satisfaction of the Reason. For in regard 
to passion, alas! its tendency is to degrade rather than to 
elevate the Soul. Love, on the contrary—Love—the true, 
the divine Eros—the Uranian as distinguished from the 
Dionzan Venus—is unquestionably the purest and truest of 
all poetical themes. And in regard to Truth, if, to be sure, 
through the attainment of a truth we are led to perceive a 
harmony where none was apparent before, we experience at 
once the true poetical effect ; but this effect is referable to the 
harmony alone, and not in the least degree to the truth which 
merely served to render the harmony manifest. 

We shall reach, however, more immediately a distinct 
conception of what the true Poetry is, by mere reference to a 
few of the simple elements which induce in the Poet himself 
the true poetical effect. He recognises the ambrosia which 
nourishes his soul in the bright orbs that shine in Heaven, in 
the volutes of the flower, in the clustering of low shrubberies, 
in the waving of the grain-fields, in the slanting of tall eastern 
trees, in the blue distance of mountains, in the grouping of 
clouds, in the twinkling of half-hidden brooks, in the gleaming 
of silver rivers, inthe repose of sequestered lakes, in the star- 
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mirroring depths of lonely wells. He perceives it in the songs 
of birds, in the harp of A‘olus, in the sighing of the night-wind, 
in the repining voice of the forest, in the surf that complains 
to the shore, in the fresh breath of the woods, in the scent of 
the violet, in the voluptuous perfume of the hyacinth, in the 
suggestive odour that comes to him at eventide from far- 
distant undiscovered islands, over dim oceans, illimitable and 
unexplored. He owns it in all noble thoughts, in all unworldly 
motives, in all holy impulses, in all chivalrous, generous, and 
self-sacrificing deeds. He feels it in the beauty of woman, in 
the grace of her step, in the lustre of her eye, in the melody of 
her voice, in her soft laughter, in her sigh, in the harmony of the 
rustling of her robes. He deeply feels it in her winning endear- 
ments, in her burning enthusiasms, in her gentle charities, in 
her meck and devotional endurances, but above all, ah, far above 
all, he kneels to it, he worships it in the faith, in the purity, 
in the strength, in the altogether divine majesty of her love. 

Let me conclude by the recitation of yet another brief poem, 
one very different in character from any that I have before 
quoted, It is by Motherwell, and is called “The Song of the 
Cavalier.” With our modern and altogether rational ideas of 
the absurdity and impiety of warfare, we are not precisely in 
that frame of mind best adapted to sympathize with the 
sentiments, and thus to appreciate the real excellence of the 
poem. To do this fully we must identify ourselves in fancy 
with the soul of the old cavalier :— 


A steed ! a steed ! of matchless speede ! 
A sword of metal keene ! 

Al else to noble heartes is drosse— 
Al else on earth is meane. 

The neighynge of the war-horse prowde, 
The rowleing of the drum, 

The clangour of the trumpet lowde— 
Be soundes from heaven that come. 

And oh! the thundering presse of knightes, 
When as their war-cryes welle, 

May tole from heaven an angel bright, 
And rowse a fiend from hell, 
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qn 


Then mounte! then mounte, brave gallants all, 
And don your helines amaine: 

Deathe’s couriers, Fame and Honour, call 
Us to the field againe. 
No shrewish teares shall fill your eye 
When the sword-hilt’s in our hand,— 
Heart-whole we'll part, and no whit sighe 
For the fayrest of the land ; 

Let piping swaine, and craven wight, 
Thus weepe and puling crye, 

Our business is hke men to fight, 
And hero-like to die ! 
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CHARLES DICKENS, in a note now lying before me, alluding 
o an examination I once made of the mechanism of Burnaby 
Rudge, says—“ By the way, are you aware that Godwin wrote 
us Caleb Williams backwards? He first involved his hero in 
. web of difficulties, forming the second volume, and then, for 
he first, cast about him for some mode of accounting for what 
iad been done.” 

I cannot think this the precise mode of procedure on the 
art of Godwin—and indeed what he himself acknowledges is 
ot altogether in accordance with Mr. Dickens’s idea—but the 
uthor of Caleb Williams was too good an artist not to perceive 
he advantage derivable from at least a somewhat similar 
rocess. Nothing is more clear than that every plot, worth 
1e name, must be elaborated to its dénouement before anything 
s attempted with the pen. It is only with the dénouement 
mstantly in view that we can give a plot its indispensable air 
" consequence, or causation, by making the incidents, and 

pecially the tone at all points, tend to the development of 
ié Intention. 

There is a radical error, I think, in the usual mode of con- 
ructing a story. Exther history affords a thesis—or one is 
ggested by an incident of the day—or, at best, the author 
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sets himself to work in the combination of striking events to 
form merely the basis of his narrative—designing, generally, 
to fill in with description, dialogue, or autorial comment, 
whatever crevices of fact or action may, from page to page, 
1ender themselves apparent. 

I prefer commencing with the consideration of an effect. 
Keeping originality always in view—for he is false to himself 
who ventures to dispense with so obvious and so easily attain- 
able a source of interest—I say to myself, in the first place, 
‘Of the innumerable effects or impressions of which the heart, 
the intellect, or (more generally) the soul is susceptible, what 
one shall I, on the present occasion, sclect?” Having chosen 
a novel first, and secondly, a vivid effect, I consider whether 
it can be best wrought by incident or tone—whether by 
ordinary incidents and peculiar tone, or the converse, or by 
peculiarity both of incident and tone—afterwards looking 
about me (or rather within) for such combinations of event 
or tone as shall best aid me in the construction of the effect. 

I have often thought how interesting a magazine paper 
might be written by any author who would—that is to say, 
who could—detail, step by step, the processes by which any one 
of his compositions attained its ultimate point of completion. 
Why such a paper has never been given to the world, I am 
much at a loss to say—but perhaps the autorial vanity has 
had more to do with the omission than any one other cause. 
Most writers—poets in especial—prefer having it understood 
that they compose by a species of fine frenzy—an ecstatic 
intuition—and would positively shudder at letting the public 
take a peep behind the scenes, at the elaborate and vacillating 
crudities of thought—at the true purposes seized only at the 
last moment—at the innumerable glimpses of idea that arrived 
not at the maturity of full view—at the fully-matured fancies 
discarded in despair as unmanageable—at the cautious selec- 
tions and rejections—at the painful erasures and interpolations, 
—in a word, at the wheels and pinions, the tackle for scene- 
shifting, the step ludders and demon-traps, the cock’s feathers, 
the red paint, and the black patches, which, in ninety-nine 
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eases out of the hundred, constitute the properties of the 
literary histiio. 

I am aware, on the other hand, that the case is by no 
means common, in which an author is at all in condition to 
retrace the steps by which his conclusions have been attamed. 
In general, suggestions, having arisen pell-mell, are pursued 
and forgotten in a similar manner. 

For my own part, I have neither sympathy with the repug- 
nance alluded to, nor, at any time, the least difficulty in recalling 
to mind the progressive steps of any of my compositions ; and, 
since the interest of an analysis, or reconstruction, such as I 
have considered a deswderatum, is quite independent of any 
1eal or fancied interest in the thing analysed, it will not be 
regarded as a breach of decorum on my part to show the 
modus operands by which some one of my own woxks was put 
together. I select ‘‘The Raven” as most generally known. 
It is my design to render it manifest that no one point in its 
composition is referrible cither to accident or intwtion—that 
the work proceeded, step by step, to its completion with the 
precision and rigid consequence of a mathematical problem. 

Let us dismiss, as irrelevant to the poem, per se, the circum- 
stance—or say the necessity—which, in the first place, gave 
rise to the Intention of composing @ poem that should suit at 
once the popular and the critical taste. 

We conmence, then, with this intention. 

The initial consideration was that of extent. If any literary 
work is too long to be read at one sitting, we must be contcnt 
to dispense with the immensely important effect derivable 
from unity of impression—for, if two sittings be required, 
the affairs of the world interfere, and everything like totahty 
is at once destroyed. But since, ceteris paribus, no poet can 
afford to dispense with anything that may advance his design, 
it but remains to be seen whether there is, in extent, any 
advantage to counterbalance the loss of unity which attends 
it. Here I say no, at once. What we term a long poem is, 
in fact, merely a succession of brief ones—that is to say, of 


brief poetical effects. It is needless to demonstrate that a 
M 


178 ESSAYS. 


poem is such only inasmuch as it intensely excites, by elevating 
the soul; and all mtense excitements are, through a psychal 
necessity, brief. Four this reason, at least one-half of the 
“ Paradise Lost” is essentially prose—a succession of poetical 
excitements interspersed, inevitably, with corresponding de- 
pressions—the whole being deprived, through the extremeness 
of its length, of the vastly important artistic element, totality, 
or unity of effect. 

lt appears evident, then, that there is a distinct limit, as 
regards length, to all works of literary art—the limit of a 
single sitting—and that, although in certain classes of prose 
composition, such as J?obinson Crusoe (demanding no unity), 
this limit may be advantageously overpassed, it can never 
properly be overpassed in a poem. Within this limit, the 
extent of a poem may be made to bear mathematical relation 
to its merit—in other words, to the excitement or elevation— 
again, in other words, to the degree of the true poetical effect 
which it is capable of inducing ; for it is clear that the brevity 
must be in direct ratio of the intensity of the intended effect 
—this, with one proviso—that a certain degree of duration is 
absolutely requisite for the production of any effect at all. 

Holding in view these considerations, as well as that degree 
of excitement which I deemed not above the popular, while 
not below the critical taste, I reached at once what I con- 
ceived the proper length for my intended poem—a length of 
about one hundred lines. It is, in fact, a hundred and eight. 

My next thought concerned the choice of an impression, or 
effect, to be conveyed: and here I may as well observe that, 
throughout the construction, I kept steadily in view the design 
of rendering the work universally appreciable. I should be 
carried too far out of my immediate topic were I to demon- 
strate a point upon which I have repeatedly insisted, and 
which, with the poetical, stands not in the slightest need of 
demonstration—the point, I mean, that Beauty is the sole 
legitimate province of the poem. A few words, however, in 
elucidation of my real meaning, which some of my friends 
have evinced a disposition to misrepresent. That pleasure 
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which is at once the most intense, the most elevating, and 
the most pure, is, I believe, found in the contemplation of the 
beautiful. When, indeed, men speak of Beauty, they mean, 
precisely, not a quality, as is supposed, but an effect—they 
refer, in short, just to that intense and pure elevation of soul 
—not of intellect, or of heart—upon which I have commented, 
and which is experienced in consequence of contemplating 
“the beautiful.” Now I designate Beauty as the province of 
the poem, merely because it is an obvious rule of Art that 
effects should be made to spring from direct causes—that 
objects should be attained through means best adapted for 
their attainment—no one as yet having becn weak enough to 
deny that the peculiar elevation alluded to, is most readily 
attained in the poem. Now the object Truth, or the satis- 
faction of the intellect, and the object Passion, or the excite- 
ment of the heart, are, although attainable to a certain extent 
in poetry, far more readily attainable in prose. Truth, in 
fact, demands a precision, and Passion a homeliness (the truly 
passionate will comprehend me) which are absolutely an- 
tagonistic to that Beauty which, I maintain, is the excitement, 
or pleasurable elevation, of the soul. It by no means follows 
from anything here said that passion, or even truth, may not 
be introduced, and even profitably introduced, into a poem— 
for they may serve in elucidation, or aid tho general effect, as 
do discords in music, by contrast—but the true artist wil 
always contrive, first, to tone them into proper subservience 
to the predominant aim, and, secondly, to enveil them, as far 
as possible, in that Beauty which is the atmosphere and the 
essence of the poem. 

Regarding, then, Beauty as my province, my next question 
referred to the tone of its highest manifestation—and all 
experience has shown tuat this tone is one of sadness. Beauty 
of whatever kind, in its supreme development, invariably 
excites the sensitive soul to tears. Melancholy is thus the 
most legitimate of all the poetical tones. 

The length, the province, and the tone being thus deter- 
mined, I betook myself to ordinary induction, with the view 
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of obtaining some artistic piquancy which might serve me as 
a key-note in the construction of the poem—some pivot upon 
which the whole structure might turn. In carefully thinking 
over all the usual artistic effects—or more properly points, in 
the theatrical sense—I did not fail to perceive immediately 
that no one had been so universally employed as that of the 
refrain. The universality of its employmient sufficed to assure 
me of its intrinsic value, and spared me the necessity of sub- 
mitting it to analysis. I considered it, however, with regard 
to its susceptibility of improvement, and soon saw it to be 
in a primitive condition. As commonly used, the refrain, or 
burden, not only is limited to lyric verse, but depends for its 
impression upon the force of monotone—both in sound and 
thought. The pleasure is deduced solely from the sense of 
identity—of repetition. I resolved to diversify, and so heighten 
the effect, by adhering in general to the monotone of sound, 
while I continually varied that of thought: that is to say, I 
determined to produce continuously novel effects, by the 
variation of the application of the refrain—the refrain itself 
remaining, for the most part, unvaried. 

These points being settled, I next bethought me of the 
nature of my refrain. Since its application was to be re- 
peatedly varied, it was clear that the refrain itself must be 
brief, for there would have been an insurmountable difficulty 
in frequent variations of application in any sentence of length. 
In proportion to the brevity of the sentence would of course 
be the facility of the variation. This led me at once to a 
single word as thie best refrain. 

The question now arose as to the character of the word. 
Having made up my mind to a refrain, the division of the 
poem into stanzas was of course a corollary, the refrain forming 
the close to each stanza. That such a close, to have force, 
must be sonorous and susceptible of protracted emphasis, 
admitted no doubt, and these considerations inevitably led me 
to the long 0 as the most sonorous vowel in connection with r 
as the most producible consonant. 

The sound of the refrain being thus determined, it became 
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necessary to select a word embodying this sound, and at the 
same time in the fullest possible keeping with that melancholy 
which I had predetermined as the tone of the poem. In such 
a search it would have been absolutely impossible to overlook 
the word “Nevermore.” In fact, it was the very first which 
presented itself. 

~ The next desideratum was a pretext for the continuous use 
of the one word “nevermore.” In observing the difficulty 
which I at once found in inventing a sufficiently plausible 
reason for its continuous repetition, I did not fail to perceive 
that this difficulty arose solely from the pre-assumption that 
the word was to be so continuously or monotonously spoken 
by a human bemg—lI did not fail to perceive, in short, that 
the difficulty lay in the reconciliation of this monotony with 
the exercise of reason on the part of the creature repeating 
the word. Here, then, immediately arose the idea of a non- 
reasoning creature capable of speech; and very naturally, a 
parrot, in the first instance, suggested itself, but was super- 
seded forthwith by a Raven as equally capable of speech, and 
infinitely more in keeping with the intended Jone. 

I had now gone so far as the conception of a Raven, the 
bird of ill-omen, monotonously repeating the oue word “ Never- 
more” at the conclusion of each stanza in a poem of melancholy 
tone, and in length about one hundred lines. Now, never 
losing sight of the object supremeness or perfection at all points, 
T asked myself—*“ Of all melancholy topics what, according to 
the universal understanding of mankind, is the most melancholy 1” 
Death, was the obvious reply. ‘And when,” I said, “is this 
most melancholy of topics most poetical?” From what I have 
already explained at some length, the answer here also is obvious 
—‘* When it most closely allies itself to Beauty: the death, 
then, of a beautiful woman is unquestionably the most poetical 
topic in the world, and equally is it beyond doubt that the lips 
best suited for such topic are those of a bereaved lover.” 

I had now to combine the two ideas of a lover lamenting 
his deceased mistress and a Raven continuously repeating the 
word “Nevermore.” I had to combine these, bearing in mind 
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my design of varying at every turn the application of the word 
repeated, but the only intelligible mode of such combination 
is that of imagining the Raven employing the word in answer 
to the queries of the lover. And here it was that I saw at 
once the opportunity afforded for the effect on which I had 
been depending, that is to say, the effect of the variation of 
application. I saw that I could make the first query propounded 
by the lover—the first query to which the Raven should reply 
‘Nevermore ”—that I could make this first query a common- 
place one, the second less so, the third still less, and so on, 
until at length the lover, startled from his original nonchalance 
by the melancholy character of the word itself, by its frequent 
repetition, and by a consideration of the ominous reputation of 
the fowl that uttered it, is at length excited to superstition, 
and wildly propounds queries of a far different character— 
queries whose solution he has passionately at heart—propounds 
them half in superstition and half in that species of despair 
which delights in self-torture—propounds them not altogether 
because he believes in the prophetic or demoniac character of 
the bird (which reason assures him is merely repeating a lesson 
learned by rote), but because he experiences a frenzied pleasure 
in so modelling his questions as to receive from the expected 
“Nevermore ” the most delicious because the most intolerable 
of sorrow. Perceiving the opportunity thus afforded me, or, 
more strictly, thus forced upon me in the progress of the con- 
struction, I first established in mind the climax or concluding 
query—that query to which “Nevermore” should be in the 
last place an answer—that query in reply to which this word 
“Nevermore” should involve the utmost conceivable amount 
of sorrow and despair. 

Here then the poem may be said to have its beginning, at 
the end where all works of art should begin ; for it was here at 
this point of my preconsiderations that I first put pen to paper 
in the composition of the stanza :— 

Prophet,” said I, ‘‘thing of evil! prophet still if bird or devil! 
By that heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore, 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden, if within the distant Aidenn, 


THE PHILOSOPHY OF COMPOSITION. 183. 


It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore.” 


I composed this stanza, at this point, first that, by establish- 
ing the climax, I might the better vary and graduate, as regards 
seriousness and importance, the preceding queries of the lover, 
and secondly, that I might definitely settle the rhythm, the 
metre, and the length and general arrangement of the stanza, 
as well as graduate the stanzas which were to precede, so that 
none of them might surpass this in rhythmical effect. Ilad I 
been able in the subsequent composition to construct more 
vigorous stanzas, I should without scruple have purposely 
enfeebled them so as not to interfere with the climacteric 
effect. 

And here I may as well say a few words of the versification. 
My first object (as usual) was originality. The extent to 
which this has been neglected in versification is one of the 
most unaccountable things in the world. Admitting that 
there is little possibility of variety in mere rhythm, it is still 
clear that the possible varieties of mctre and stanza are 
absolutely infinite ; and yet, for centuries, no man, in verse, has 
cic doue, or ever seemed to think of doing, an original thing. The 
act is that originality (unless in minds of very unusual force) 
is by no means a matter, as some suppose, of impulse or in- 
tuition. In general, to be found, it must be elaborately sought, 
and, although a positive merit of the highest class, demands in 
its attainment less of invention than negation. 

Of course I pretend to no originality in either the rhythm 
or metre of the “Raven.” The former is trochaic—the latter 
is octametre acatalcctic, alternating with heptametre catalectic 
repeated in the refrain of the fifth verse, and terminating with 
tetrametre catalectic. Less pedantically, the feet employed 
throughout (trochees) consist of a long syllable followed by 
a short; the first line of the stanza consists of cight of these 
feet, the second of seven and a half (in effect two-thirds), the 
third of eight, the fourth of seven and a half, the fifth the 
same, the sixth three and a half. Now, each of these lines 
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taken individually has been employed before, and what 
originality the “Raven” has, is in their combination inio stanza ; 
nothing even remotely approaching this combination has ever 
been attempted. The effect of this originality of combination 
is aided by other unusual and some altogether novel effects, 
arising from an extension of the application of the principles of 
rhyme and alliteration. 

The next point to be considered was the mode of bringing 
together the lover and the Raven—and the first branch of this 
consideration was the locale. For this the most natural sug- 
gestion might seem to be a forest, or the fields—but it has 
always appeared to me that a close circumscription of space 1s 
absolutely necessary to the effect of insulated incident—it has 
the force of a frame toa picture. It has an indisputable moral 
power in keeping concentrated tho attention, and, of course, 
must not be confounded with mere unity of place. 

I determined, then, to~place the lover in his chamber—in a 
chamber rendered sacred to him by memories of her who had 
frequented it. The room is represented as richly furnished — 
this in mere pursuance of the ideas I have already explained 
on the subject of Beauty, as the sole true poetical thesis. 

The locale being thus determined, I had now to introduce 
the bird—and the thought of introducing him through the 
window was inevitable. The idea of making the lover 
suppose, in the first instance, that the flapping of the wings 
of the bird against the shutter, is a ‘“‘tapping” at the door, 
originated in a wish to increase, by prolonging, the reader’s 
curiosity, and in a desire to admit the incidental effect arising 
from the lover’s throwing open the door, finding all dark, and 
thence adopting the half-fancy that it was the spirit of his 
mistress that knocked. 

I made the night tempestuous, first to account for the 
Raven’s seeking admission, and secondly, for the effect of con- 
trast with the (physical) serenity within the chamber. 

I made the bird alight on the bust of Pallas, also for the 
effect of contrast between the marble and the plumage—it 
being understood that the bust was absolutely suggested by the 
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bird—the bust of Pallas being chosen, first, as most in keeping 
with the scholarship of the lover, and, secondly, for the sonor- 
ousness of the word, Pallas, itself. 

About the mddle of the poem, also, I have availed myself 
of the force of contrast, with a view of deepening the ultimate 
impression, Tor example, an air of the fantastic—approaching 
as nearly to the ludicrous as was admissible—is given to the 
Raven’s entrance. He comes in “with many a flirt and 
flutter ” 


Not the least obersance made he—not a momcnt stopped or stayed he, 
But wich men of lord or lady, perched above my chainbe1 doot 


In the two stanzas which follow, the design 1s more obviously 
carried out — 
Then this ebony bud beguiling my sad fancy into smiling 
By the grave aid stern decorum of the countenance ut wore, 
‘* Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, ‘art sure no craven, 
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandermg fiom the nightly shou — 


Tell me what thy lordly name 1s on the Nights Plutoman shore?’ 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermoie ” 


Much I marvelled this ungawly fowl to hear discourse so planly, 

Though its answer little meaning—little 1¢ele vaucy bore , 

For we cannot help agreeing that no ving human being 

Ever yet was blessed with sceing bird above his chamber door— 

Burd or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 
With such name as ‘‘ Nevermore ” 


The effect of the denouement being thus provided for, I 
immediitely drop the fantastic for a tone of the most profound 
sellousness — this tone commencing in the stanza directly 
following the one last quoted, with the line, 


But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only, etc 


From this epoch the lover no longer j«sts—no longer sces 
anything even of the fantastic in the Rayen’s demeanour Ile 
speaks of him as a ‘“giim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and 
ominous bird of yore,” and feels the ‘fiery eyes” burning into 
his “bosom’s core” ‘This revolution of thought, or fancy, on 
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the lover’s part, is intended to induce a similar one on the part 
of the reader—to bring the mind into a proper frame for the 
dénowement—which is now brought about as rapidly and as 
directly as possible. 

With the dénouement proper— with the Raven’s reply, 
“ Nevermore,” to the lover’s final demand if he shal! meet his 
mistress in another world—the poem, In its obvious phase, 
that of a simple narrative, may be said to have its completion. 
So far, everything is within the limits of the accountable—of 
the real, A raven, having learned by rote the single word 
‘‘Nevermore,” and having escaped from the custody of its 
owner, is driven at midnight, through the violence of a storm, 
to seck admission at a window from which a light still gleams 
—the chamber-window of a student, occupied half in pouring 
over a volume, half in dreaming of a beloved mistress deceased. 
The casement being thrown open at the fluttering of the bird’s 
wings, the bird itself perches on the most convenient seat out 
of the immediate reach of the student, who, amused by the 
incident and the oddity of the visitor’s demeanour, demands 
of it, in jest and without looking for a reply, its name. The 
laven addressed, answers with its customary word, ‘ Never- 
more ’”’—a word which finds immediate echo in the melancholy 
heart of the student, who, giving utterance aloud to certain 
thoughts suggested by the occasion, is again startled by the 
fowl’s repetition of “ Nevermore.” The student now guesses 
the state of the case, but is impelled, as I have before explained, 
by the human thirst for self-torture, and in part by superstition, 
to propound such queries to the bird as will bring him, the 
lover, the most of the luxury of sorrow, through the anticipated 
answer “Nevermore.” With the indulgence, to the extreme, 
of this self-torture, the narration, In what I have termed its 
first or obvious phase, has a natural termination, and so far 
there has been no overstepping of the limits of the real. 

But in subjects so handled, however skilfully, or with how- 
ever vivid an array of incident, there is always a certain 
hardness or nakedness which repels the artistical eye. Two 
things are invariably required—first, some amount of com- 
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plexity, or more properly, adaptation; and, secondly, some 
amount of suggestiveness—some undercurrent, however inde- 
finite, of meaning. It is this latter, in especial, which imparts 
to a work of art so much of that sichness (to borrow from 
colloquy a forcible term) which we are too fond of confounding 
with the ideal. It is the excess of the suggested meaning—it is 
the rendering this the upper instead of the under current of 
theme—which turns into prose (and that of the very flattest 
hind) the so-called poetry of the so-called transcendentalists. 

Holding these opinions, I added the two concluding stanzas 
of the poeem—their suggestiveness being thus made to pervade 
all the narrative which has preceded them. The undercurrent 
of meaning is rendered first apparent in the lines— 


“Take thy beak from out my heart, and lake thy form from off my 


door !” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore !” 


Tt will be observed that the words, “from out my heart,” 
involve the first metaphorical expression in the poem. They, 
with the answer, “ Nevermore,” dispose the mind to seek a 
moral in all that has been previously narrated. The reader 
begins now to regard the Raven as emblematical—but it is not 
until the very last line of the very last stanza, that the inten- 
tion of making him emblematical of Mournful and never-ending 
Remembrance is permitted distinctly to be seen : 


And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door ; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming, 
And the lamplight o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor ; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted—nevermore | 
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OLD ENGLISH POETTLY * 


Ir should not be doubted that at least one-third of the 
affection with which we regard the elder poets of Great 
Britain should be attributed to what is, in itself, a thing 
apart from poetry—we mean to the simple love of the antique 
—and that, again, a third of even the proper poetic sentiment 
inspired by their writings, should be asciibed to a fact which, 
while it has strict connection with poetry in the abstract, and 
with the old British poems themselves, should not be looked 
upon as a merit appertaining to the authors of the poems. 
Almost every devout admirer of the old bards, if demanded 
his opinion of their productions, would mention vaguely, yet 
with perfect sincerity, a sense of dreamy, wild, indefinite, 
and he would perhaps say, indefinable delight; on being 
required to point out the source of this so shadowy pleasure, 
he would be apt to speak of the quaint in phraseology and in 
general handling This quaintness 1s, in fact, a very power 
ful adjunct to ideality, but in the case in question it arises 
independently of the author’s will, and is altogether apart 
from his intention Words and their rhythm have varied. 
Verses which affect us to-day with a vivid delight, and which 
dehght, in many instanccs, may be traced to the one source, 
quaintness, must have worn in the days of their construction 
a very commonplace air. This is, of course, no argument 
against the poems now—we mean it only as against the poets 
then. There is a growing desire to overrate them. The old 
English muse was frank, guileless, sincere, and although very 
learned, still learned without art. No general error evinces 
a more thorough confusion of ideas than the error of 
supposing Donne and Cowley metaphysical in the sense 
wherein Wordsworth and Coleridge are so With the two 
former ethics were the end—with the two latter the means, 
The poet of the “ Creation” wished, by highly artificial verse, 
to inculcate what he supposed to be moral truth—the poet 

*<* The Book of Gems,” Edited by 8S. C. Hall. 
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of the “ Ancient Mariner” to infuse the Poctic Sentiment 
through channels suggested by analysis. The one finished by 
complete failure what he commenced in the grossest miscon- 
ception ; the other, by a path which could not possibly lead 
him astray, arrived at a triumph which is not the less glorious 
because hidden from the profane eyes of the multitude. But 
in this view even the “ metaphysical verse” of Cowley is but 
evidence of the simplicity and single-heartedness of the man. 
And he was in this but a type of his school—for we may as 
well designate in this way the entire class of writers whose 
poems are bound up in the volume before us, and throughout 
all of whom there runs a very perceptible gencral character. 
They used little art in composition, Their wiitings sprang 
immediately from the soul— and partook intensely of that 
soul’s nature. Nor is it difficult to perceive the tendency of 
this abandon—to elevate immeasurably all the energies of 
mind—but, again, so to mingle the greatest possible fire, force, 
delicacy, and all good things, with the lowest possible bathos, 
baldness, and imbecility, as to render it not a matter of doubt 
that the average results of mind in such a school will be found 
inferior to those results in one (ceferis partbus) more artificial. 

We cannot bring ourselves to believe that the selections of 
the “Book of Gems” are such as will impart to a poctical 
reader the clearest possible idea of the beauty of the school— 
but if the intention had been merely to show the school’s 
character, the attempt might have been considered successful 
in the highest degree. There are long passages now before 
us of the most despicable trash, with no merit whatever 
beyond that of their antiquity. The criticisms of the editor 
do not particularly please us. His enthusiasm is too general 
and too vivid not to be false. His opinion, for example, of 
Sir Henry’s Wotton’s “ Verses on the Queen of Bohemia”— 
that “there are few finer things in our language,” is untenable 
and absurd. 

In such lines we can perceive not one of those higher 
attributes of Poesy which belong to her in all circumstances 
and throughout all time. Here everything is art, nakedly, or 
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but awkwardly concealed. No prepossession for the mere 
antique (and in this case we can imagine no other preposses- 
sion) should induce us to dignify with the sacred name of 
poetry, a series, such as this, of elaborate and threadbare 
compliments, stitched, apparently, together, without fancy, 
without plausibility, and without even an attempt at adapta- 


tion. 
In common with all the world, we have been much 


delighted with ‘‘The Shopherd’s Hunting” by Withers—a 
poem partaking, in a remarkable degree, of the peculiarities 
of [1 Penseroso, Speaking of Poesy, the author says :-— 


‘* By the murmur of a spring, 
Or the least boughs rustleling, 
By a daisy whose leaves spread, 
Shut when Titan goes to bed, 
Or a shady bush or tree, 
She could more infuse in me 
Than all Nature’s beauties can 
In some other wiser man. 
By her help I also now 
Make this churlish place allow 
Something that may sweeten gladuess 
In the very gall of sadness— 
The dull loneness, the black shade, 
That these hanging vaults have nade 
The strange music of the waves 
Beating on these hollow caves, 
This black den which rocks emboss, 
Overgrown with eldest moss, 
The rude portals that give light 
More to terror than delight, 
This my chamber of neglect 
Walled about with disrespect ; 
From all these and this dull air 
A fit object for despair, 
She hath taught me by her might 
To draw comfort and delight.” 


But these lines, however good, do not bear with them 
much of the general character of the English antique. Some- 
thing more of this will be found in Corbet’s “ Farewell to the 
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Fairies!” We copy a portion of Marvell’s “ Maiden 
lamenting for her Fawn,” which we prefer—not only as a 
specimen of the elder poets, but in itself as a beautiful poem, 
abounding in pathos, exquisitely delicate imagination and 
truthfulness—to anything of its species :-— 


‘* It is a wondrous thing how fleet 
"Twas on those little silver feet, 
With what a pretty skipping grace 
It oft would challenge me the race, 
And when’t had left me far away 
’Twould stay, and run again, and stay ; 
For it was nimbler much than hinds, 
And trod as if on the four winds. 

I have a garden of my own, 

But so with roses overgrown, 

And lilies, that you would it guess 
To be a little wilderness ; 

And all the spring-time of the year 
It only loved to be there. 

Among the beds of lilies I 

Have sought it oft where it should lie, 
Yet could not, till itself would rise, 
Find it, although before mine eyes, 
For in the flaxen lilies shade 

It like a bank of lilies laid ; 

Upon the roses it would feed 

Until its lips even seemed to bleed, 
And then to me ’twould boldly trip, 
And print those roses on my lip, 
But all its chief delight was still 
With roses thus itself to fill, 

And its pure virgin limbs to fold 

In whitest sheets of lilies cold. 

Had it lived long, it would have ben 
Lilies without, roses within.” 


How truthful an air of lamentations hangs here upon every 
syllable! It pervades all. It comes over the sweet melody 
of the words—over the gentleness and grace which we fancy 
in the little maiden herself—even over the half-playful, half- 
petulant air with which she lingers on the beauties and good 
qualities of her favourite—like the cool shadow of a sumn er 
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cloud over a bed of lilies and violets, “and all sweet flowers.” 
The whole is redolent with poetry of a very lofty order. 
Every line is an idea conveying either the beauty and 
playfulness of the fawn, or the artlessness of the maiden, or 
her love, or her admiration, or her grief, or the fragrance and 
warmth and appropriateness of the little nest-like bed of lilies 
and roses which the fawn devoured as it lay upon them, and 
could scarcely be distinguished from them by the once happy 
little damsel who went to seek her pet with an arch and rosy 
smile on her face. Consider the great variety of truthful 
and delicate thought in the few lines we have quoted—the 
wonder of the little maiden at the fleectness of her favourite— 
the “little silver feet "—the fawn challenging his mistress to a 
race with “a pretty skipping grace,” running on before, and 
then, with head turned back, awaiting her approach only to 
fly from it again—can we not distinctly perceive all these 
things? How excecdingly vigorous, too, is the line, 

** And trod as if on the four winds !” 
a vigour apparent only when we keep in mind the artless 
character of the speaker and the four feet of the favourite, 
one for each wind. Then consider the garden of “my own,” 
so overgrown, entangled with roses and lilies, as to be “a 
little wilderness ”—the fawn loving to be there, and there 
“only "—the maiden seeking it “where it should lie”—and 
not being able to distinguish it from the flowers until “itself 
would rise”—the lying among thie lilies “‘like a bank of lilies” 
—the loving to “fill itself with roses,” 

‘* And its pure virgin limbs to fold 

In whitest sheets of lilies cold,” 

and these things being its “chief” delights—and then the pre- 
eminent beauty and naturalness of the concluding lines, whose 
very hyperbole only renders them more true to nature when 
we consider the innocence, the artlessness, the enthusiasm, 
the passionate girl, and more passionate admiration of the 
bereaved child— 


** Had it lived long, it would have been 
Lilies without, 10ses withm.” 
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ARTHUR GORDON PYM OF NANTUCKET; 
COMPRISING 


THe DETAILS OF A MUTINY AND ATROCIOUS BUTCHERY ON 
BoaRD THE AMERICAN Bric “ GRAMPUS,” ON HER WAY TO 
THE SOUTH SEAS—WITH AN ACCOUNT OF THE RECAPTURE 
OF THE VESSEL BY THE SURVIVORS ; THEIR SHIPWRECK, 
AND SUBSEQUENT HORRIBLE SUFFERINGS FROM FAMINE ; 
THEIR DELIVERANCE BY MEANS OF THE BRITISH SCHOONER 
“JANE GUY”; THE BRIEF CRUISE OF THIS LATTER VESSEL 
IN THE ANTARCTIC OCEAN; HER CAPTURE, AND THE 
MASSACRE OF HER CREW AMONG A GROUP OF ISLANDS 
IN THE 84TH PARALLEL OF SOUTHERN LATITUDE, 'rO- 
GETHER WITH THE INCREDIBLE ADVENTURES AND DIS- 
COVERIES STILL FURTHER SOUTH, TO WHICH THAT 
DISTRESSING CALAMITY GAVE RISE. 


PRELIMINARY NOTICE. 


Upon my return to the United States a few months ago, after 
the extraordinary series of adventure in the South Seas and 
elsewhere, of which an account is given in the following pages, 
accident threw me into the society of several gentlemen in 
Richmond, Va., who felt deep interest in all matters relating 
to the regions I had visited, and who were constantly urging 
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it upon me, as a duty, to give my narrative to the public. I 
had several reasons, however, for declining to do so, some of 
which were of a nature altogether private, and concern no 
person but myself; others not so much so. One considera- 
tion which deterred me was that, having kept no journal 
during a greater portion of the time in which I was absent, I 
feared I should not be able to write from mere memory a 
statement so minute and connected as to have the appearance 
of that truth it would really possess, barring only the natural 
and unavoidable exaggeration to which all of us are prone 
when detailing events which have had powerful influence in 
exciting the imaginative faculties, Another reason was, that 
the incidents to be narrated were of a nature so positively 
marvellous, that, unsupported as my assertions must neces- 
sarily be (except by the evidence of a single individual, and 
he a half-breed Indian), I could only hope for belief among my 
family and those of my friends who have had reason through 
life to put faith in my veracity—the probability being that 
the public at large would regard what I should put forth as 
merely an impudent and ingenious fiction. <A distrust in my 
own abilities as a writer was, nevertheless, one of the principal 
causes which prevented me from complying with the sugges- 
tions of my advisers. 

Among those gentlemen in Virginia who expressed the 
greatest interest in my statement, more particularly in regard 
to that portion of it which related to the Antarctic Ocean, was 
Mr. Poe, lately editor of the Southern Literary Messenger, a 
monthly magazine, published by Mr. Thomas W. White, in 
the city of Richmond. He strongly advised me, among others, 
to prepare at once a full account of what I had seen and under- 
gone, and trust to the shrewdness and common sense of the 
public—insisting with great plausibility that however roughly, 
as regards mere authorship, my book should be got up, its 
viry uncouthness, if there were any, would give it all the 
better chance of being received as truth, 

Notwithstanding this representation, I did not make up my 
mind to do as he suggested. He afterwards proposed (finding 
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that I would not stir in the matter) that I should allow him 
to draw up in his ‘own words a narrative of the earlier portion 
of my adventures, from facts afforded by myself, publishing it 
in the Southern Messenger under the garb of fiction. To this, 
perceiving no objection, I consented, stipulating only that my 
real name should be retained. Two numbers of the pretended 
fiction appeared consequently in the Messenger for January 
and February (1837) ; and in order that it might certainly be 
regarded as fiction, the name of Mr. Poe was affixed to the 
articles in the table of contents of the magazine. 

The manner in which this ruse was received has induced me 
at length to undertake a regular compilation and publication 
of the adventures in question ; for I found that, in spite of the 
air of fable which had been so ingeniously thrown around that 
portion of my statement which appeared in the Jlessenger 
(without altering or distorting a single fact), the public were 
still not at all disposed to receive it as fable, and several letters 
were sent to Mr, P.’s address, distinctly expressing a conviction 
to the contrary. I thence concluded that the facts of my 
narrative would prove of such a nature as to carry with them 
sufficient evidence of their own authenticity, and that I had 
consequently little to fear on the score of popular incredulity. 

This erposé being made, it will be seen at once how much of 
what follows I claim to be my own writing ; and it will also 
be understood that no fact is misrepresented in the first few 
pages, which were written by Mr. Poe. Even to those readers 
who have not seen the Messenger, it will be unnecessary to 
point out where his portion ends and my own commences ; 
the difference in point of style will be readily perceived. 


an 
A. G. PYM. 
New York, July 1838. 
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CHAPTER I. 


My name is Arthur Gordon Pym. My father was a respect- 
able trader in sea-stores at Nantucket, where I was born. My 
maternal grandfather was an attorney in good practice. He 
was fortunate in everything, and had speculated very success- 
fully in stocks of the Edgarton New Bank, as it was formerly 
called. By these and other means he had managed to lay by 
a tolerable sum of money. He was more attached to myself, 
I believe, than to any other person in the world, and I expected 
to inherit the most of his property at his death. He sent me, 
at six years of age, to the school of old Mr. Ricketts, a gentle- 
man with only one arm, and of eccentric manners—he is well 
known to almost every person who has visited New Bedford. 
I stayed at his school until I was sixteen, when I left him for 
Mr. E. Ronald’s academy on the hill. Here I became intimate 
with the son of Mr. Barnard, a sea captain, who generally 
sailed in the employ of Lloyd and Vredenburgh ; Mr. Barnard 
is also very well known in New Bedford, and has many 
relations, I am certain, in Edgarton. His son was named 
Augustus, and he was nearly two years older than mysclf. 
He had been on a whaling voyage with his father in the John 
Donaldson, and was always talking to me of his adventures 
in the South Pacific Ocean. I used frequently to go home 
with him, and remain all day, and sometimes all night. We 
occupied the same bed, and he would be sure to keep me awake 
until almost light, telling me stories of the natives of the 
island of Tinian, and other places }p had visited in his travels. 
At last I could not help being interested in what he said, and 
by degrees I feit the greatest desire to go to sea. I owned a 
sail-boat, called the Ariel, and worth about seventy-five dollars. 
She had a half-deck or cuddy, and was rigged sloop-fashion— 
I forget her tonnage, but she would hold ten persons without 
much crowding. In this boat we were in the habit of going 
on some of the maddest freaks in the world; and, when I now 
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think of them, it appears to me a thousand wonders that I am 
alive to-day. 

I will relate one of these adventures by way of introduction 
to a longer and more momentous narrative. One night there 
was a party at Mr. Barnard’s, and both Augustus and myself 
were not a little intoxicated towards the close of it. As usual 
in such cases, I took part of his bed in preference to going 
home. He went to sleep, as I thought, very quietly (it being 
near one when the party broko up), and without saying a word 
on his favourite topic. It might have been half an hour from 
the time of our getting in bed, and I was just about falling 
into a doze, when he suddenly started up, and swore with a 
terrible oath that he would not go to sleep for any Arthur 
Pym in Christendom when there was so glorious a breeze from 
the south-west. I never was so astonished in my life, not 
knowing what he intended, and thinking that the wines and 
liquors he had drunk had set him entircly beside himself. He 
proceeded to talk very coolly, however, saying he knew that 
I supposed him intoxicated, but that he was never more sober 
in his life. He was only tired, he added, of lying in bed on 
such a fine night like a dog, and was determined to get up and 
dress, and go out on a frolic with the boat. J can hardly tell 
what possessed me, but the words were no svoner out of his 
mouth than I felt a thrill of the greatest excitement and 
pleasure, and thought his mad idea one of the most delightful 
and most reasonable things in the world. It was blowing 
almost a gale, and the weather was very cold—it being late 
in October. I sprang out of bed, nevertheless, in a kind of 
ecstasy, and told him I was quite as brave as himself, and 
quite as tired as he was of lying in bed like a dog, and quite 
as ready for any fun or frolic as any Augustus Barnard in 
Nantucket. 

We lost no time in getting on our clothes and hurrying 
down to the boat. She was lying at the old decayed wharf 
by the lumber-yard of Pankey & Co., and almost thumping 
her sides out against the rough logs. Augustus got into her 
and baled her, for she was nearly half full of water. This 
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being done, we hoisted jib and mainsail, kept full, and starte] 
boldly out to sea. 

The wind, as I before said, blew freshly from the south-west. 
The night was very clear and cold. Augustus had taken the 
helm, and I stationed myself by the mast on the deck of the 
cuddy. We flew along ata great rate, neither of us having 
said a word since casting loose from the wharf. I now asked 
iny companion what course he intended to stcer, and what 
time he thought it probable we should get back. ILe whistled 
for a few minutes, and then said crustily, “Jam going to sea, 
you may go home if you think proper.” Turning my eyes 
upon him, I perceived at once that, in spite of his assumed 
nonchalance, he was greatly agitated. I could see him distinctly 
by the light of the moon, his face was paler than any marble, 
und his hand shook so excessively that he could scarcely retain 
hold of the tiller. I found that something had gone wrong, 
and became seriously alarmed. At this period I knew little 
about the management of a boat, and was now depending 
entirely upon the nautical skill of my friend. The wind, too, 
had suddenly increased, and we were fast getting out of the 
Jee of the Jand, still I was ashamed to betray any trepidation, 
and for almost half an hour maintained a resolute silence. I 
could stand it no longer, however, and spoke to Augustus 
about the propricty of turning back. As before, it was nearly 
aw minute before he made answer, or took any notice of my 
suggestion. ‘ By and by,” said he at length,—“ time enough 
—-home by and by.” I had expected such a reply, but there 
was something in the tone of these words which filled me with 
an indescribable feeling of dread. I again looked at the 
speaker attentively. Ils lips were perfectly livid, and his 
knees shook so violently together that he seemed scarcely able 
io stand. ‘For God’s sake, Augustus,” I screamed, now 
heartily frightened, “what ails you? what is the matter? what 
are you going to do?” “Matter!” he stammered, in the 
greatest apparent surprise, letting go the tiller at the same 
moment, and falling forward into the bottom of the boat— 
“matter !—why, nothing is the—matter—going home—d—d 
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—don’t you see?” The whole truth now flashed upon me. 
I flew to him and raised him up. He was drunk—beastly 
drunk ; he could no longer either stand, speak, or see. [lis 
eyes were perfectly glazed; and as I let him go in the ex- 
tremity of my despair, he rolled like a mere log into the bilge- 
water from which I had lifted him. It was evident that during 
the evening he had drunk far more than I suspected, and that 
his conduct in bed had been the result of a highly concentrated 
state of intoxication—a state which, like madness, frequently 
enablcs the victim to imitate the outward demeanour of one in 
perfect possession of his senses. The coolness of the night air, 
however, had had its usual effect—the mental energy began to 
yield before its influence—and the confused perception which 
he no doubt then had of his perilous situation had assisted in 
hastening the catastrophe. He was now thoroughly insensible, 
and there was no probability that he would be otherwise for 
many hours. 

It is hardly possible to conceive the extremity of my terror. 
The fumes of the wine lately taken had evaporated, leaving me 
doubly timid and irresolute. I knew that I was altogether 
incapable of managing the boat, and that a fierce wind and 
strong ebb tide were hurrying us to destruction. A storm 
was evidently gathering behind us; we had neither compass 
uor provisions, and it was clear that, if we held our present 
course, we should be out of sight of land before daybreak. 
These thoughts, with a crowd of others equally fearful, flashed 
through my mind with a bewildering rapidity, and for some 
moments paralysed me beyond the possibility of making any 
exertion. The boat was going through the water at a terrible 
rate, full before the wind, no reef in either jib or mainsail, 
running her bows completely under the foam. It was a 
thousand wonders she did not broach to—Augustus having let 
go the tiller, as I said before, and I being too much agitated 
to think of taking it myself. By good luck, however, she kept 
steady, and gradually I recovered some degree of presence of 
mind. Still the wind was increasing fearfully ; and whenever 
we rose from a plunge forward, the sea behind fell combing 
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over our counter, and deluged us with water. I was so utterly 
benumbed, too, in every limb, as to be nearly unconscious of 
sensation. At length I summoned up the resolution of despair, 
and, rushing to the mainsail, let it go by the run. As might 
have been expected, it flew over the bows, and, getting drenched 
with water, carried away the mast short off by the board. 
This latter accident alone saved me from instant destruction. 
Under the jib only I now boomed along before the wind, ship- 
ping heavy seas occasionally, but relieved from the terror of 
immediate death. I took the helm, and breathed with greater 
freedom as I found that there yet remained to us a chance of 
ultimate escape. Augustus still lay senseless in the bottom of 
the boat, and as there was imminent danger of his drownmeg 
(the water being nearly a foot deep just where he fell), I con- 
trived to raise him partially up, and keep him in a sitting 
position, by passing a rope round his waist, and lashing it to a 
ring-bolt in the deck of the cuddy. Having thus arranged 
everything as well as I could in my chilled and agitated con- 
dition, I recommended myself to God, and made np my mind to 
bear whatever might happen with all the fortitude in my power. 

Hardly had I come to this resolution, when, suddenly, a loud 
and long scream or yell, as if from the throats of a thousand 
demons, seemed to pervade the whole atmosphere around and 
xbove the boat. Never while I live shall I forget the imtense 
agony of terror I experienced at that moment. My hair stood 
erect on my head—lI felt the blood congealing in my veins— 
my heart ceased utterly to beat, and without having once raised 
my eyes to learn the source of my alarm, I tumbled headlong 
and insensible upon the body of my fallen companion. 

I found myself, upon reviving, in the cabin of a large whaling- 
ship (the Penguin) bound to Nantucket. Several persons were 
standing over me, and Augustus, paler than death, was busily 
occupied in chafing my hands. Upon seeing me open my eyes, 
his exclamations of gratitude and joy excited alternate laughter 
and tears from the rough-looking personages who were present. 
The mystery of our being in existence was now soon explained. 
We had been run down by the whaling-ship, which was close- 
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hauled, beating up to Nantucket with every sail she could 
venture to set, and consequently running almost at right angles 
to our own course. Several men were on the look-out forward, 
but did not perceive our boat until it was an impossibility to 
avoid coming in contact—their shouts of warning upon seeing 
us were what so terribly alarmed me. The huge ship, I was 
told, rode immediately over us with as much ease as our own 
little vessel would have passed over a feather, and without the 
least perceptible impediment to her progress. Not a scream 
arose from the deck of the victim; there was a slight grating 
sound to be heard mingling with the roar of wind and water, 
as the frail bark which was swallowed up rubbed for a moment 
along the keel of her destroyer; but this was all. Thinking 
our boat (which it will be remembered was dismasted) some 
mere shell cut adrift as useless, the captain (Captain E. T. V. 
Block, of New London) was for proceeding on his course 
without troubling himself further about the matter. Luckily, 
there were two of the look-out who swore positively to having 
seen some person at our helm, and represented the possibility 
of yet saving him. A discussion ensued, when Block grew 
angry, and, after a while, said that “it was no business of his 
to be eternally watching for egg-shells; that the ship should 
not put about for any such nonsense; and if there was a man 
run down, it was nobody’s fault but his own ; he might drown 
and be d—d,” or some language to that effect. Ilenderson, 
the first mate, now took the matter up, being justly indignant, 
as well as the whole ship’s crew, at a speech evincing such a 
degree of heartless atrocity. He spoke plainly, seeing himself 
upheld by the men, told the captain he considered him a fit 
subject for the gallows, and that he would disobey his orders 
if he were hanged for it the moment he set his foot on shore. 
He strode aft, jostling Block (who turned very pale, and made 
no answer) on one side, and seizing the helm, gave the word, 
in a firm voice, Hard-a-lee! The men flew to their posts, and 
the ship went cleverly about. All this had occupied nearly five 
minutes, and it was supposed to be hardly within the bounds 
of possibility that any individual could be saved—allowing any 
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to have been on board the boat. Yet, as the reader has seen, 
both Augustus and myself were rescued ; and our deliverance 
seemed to have been brought about by two of those almost 
inconceivable pieccs of good fortune which are attributed by 
the wise and pious to the special interference of Providence. 
While the ship was yet in stays, the mate lowered the jolly- 
boat and jumped into her with the very two men, I believe, 
who spoke up as having seen me at the helm. They had just 
left the lee of the vessel (the moon still shining brightly) when 
she made a long and heavy roll to windward, and Henderson, 
at the same moment, starting up in his seat, bawled out to his 
crew to back water. He would say nothing else—repeating 
his cry impatiently, back water / back water/ The men put 
back as speedily as possible; but by this time the ship had 
gone round and gotten fully under headway, although all hands 
on board were making great exertions to take in sail. In 
despite of the danger of the attempt, the mate clung to the 
main-chains as soon as they came within his reach. Another 
huge lurch now brought the starboard side of the vessel out of 
water nearly as far as her keel, when the cause of his anxiety 
was rendered obvious enough. The body of a man was seen 
to be affixed in the most singular manner to the smooth and 
shining bottom (the Penguin was coppered and copper-fastened), 
and beating violently against it with every movement of tle 
hull. After several ineffectual efforts, made during the lurches 
of the ship, and at the imminent risk of swamping the boat, I 
was finally disengaged from my perilous situation, and taken 
on board, for the body proved to be my own. It appeared that 
one of the timber-bolts having started and broken a passage 
through the copper, it had arrested my progress as I passed 
under the ship, and fastened me in so extraordinary a manner 
to her bottom. The head of the bolt had made its way through 
the collar of the green baize jacket I had on, and through the 
back part of my neck, forcing itself out between two sinews 
and just below the right ear. IJ was immediately put to bed 
although life seemed to be totally extinct. There was no 
surgeon on board. The captain, however, treated me with 
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every attention—to make amends, I presume, in the eyes of 
his crew, for his atrocious behaviour in the previous portion 
of the adventure. 

In the meantime, Henderson had again put off from the ship, 
although the wind was now blowing almost a hurricane. Ue 
had not been gone many minutes when he fell in with some 
fragments of our boat, and shortly afterwards one of the men 
with him asserted that he could distinguish a cry for help at 
intervals amid the roaring of the tempest. This induced the 
hardy seamen to persevere in their search for more than half 
an hour, although repeated signals to return were made them 
by Captain Block, and although every moment on the water 
in so frail a boat was fraught to them with the most imminent 
and deadly peril. Indeed, it is nearly impossible to conceive 
how the small jolly they were in could have escaped destruction 
for a single iustant. She was built, however, for the whaling 
service, and was fitted, as I have since had reason to believe, 
with air-boxes, in the manner of some I:fe-boats used on the 
coast of Wales. 

After searching in vain for about the period of time just 
mentioned, it was determined to get back to the ship. They 
had scarcely made this resolve when a feeble cry arose from a 
dark object that floated rapidly by. They pursued and soon 
overtook it. It proved to be the entire deck of the Ariel's 
cuddy. Augustus was struggling near it, apparently in the 
last agonies. Upon getting hold of him, it was found that he 
was attached by a rope to the floating timber. This rope, it 
will be remembered, I had myself tied round his waist, and 
made fast to a ripg-bolt, for the purpose of keeping him in 
an upright position, and my so doing, it appeared, had been 
ultimately the means of preserving his life. The Ariel was 
slightly put together, and in going down, her frame naturally 
went to pieces; the deck of the cuddy, as might have been 
expected, was lifted, by the force of the water rushing in, 
entirely from the main timbers, and floated (with other frag- 
ments, no doubt) to the surface—Augustus was buoyed up 
with it, and thus escaped a terrible death. 
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It was more than an hour after being taken on board the 
Penguin before he could give any account of himself, or be 
made to comprehend the nature of the accident which had 
befallen our boat. At length he became thoroughly aroused, 
and spoke much of his sensations while in the water. Upon 
his first attaining any degree of consciousness, he found himself 
beneath the surface, whirling round and round with inconceiv- 
able rapidity, and with a rope wound in three or four folds 
tightly about his neck. In an instant afterwards he felt himself 
going rapidly upward, when, his head striking violently against 
a hard substance, he again relapsed into insensibility. Upon 
once more reviving, he was in fuller possession of his reason ; 
this was still, however, in the greatest degree clouded and 
confused. He now knew that some accident had occurred, and 
that he was in the water, although his mouth was above the 
surface, and he could breathe with some freedom. Possibly, 
at this period, the deck was drifting rapidly before the wind, 
and drawing him after it, as he floated upon his back. Of course, 
as long as he could have retained this position, it would have 
been nearly impossible that he should be drowned. Presently 
a surge threw him directly athwart the deck; and this post 
he endeavoured to maintain, screaming at intervals for help. 
Just before he was discovered by Mr. Henderson, he had been 
obliged to relax his hold through exhaustion, and, falling into 
the sea, had given himself up for lost. During the whole period 
of his struggles he had not the faintest recollection of the Ariel, 
nor of any matters in connection with the source of his disaster. 
A vague feeling of terror and despair had taken entire posses- 
sion of his faculties. When he was finally picked up, every 
power of his mind had failed him ; and, as before said, it was 
nearly an hour after getting on board the Penguin before he 
became fully aware of his condition. In regard to myself, I 
was resuscitated from a state bordering very nearly upon 
death (and after every other means had been tried in vain for 
three hours and a half) by vigorous friction with flannels 
bathed in hot oil, a proceeding suggested by Augustus. The 
wound in my neck, although of an ugly appearance, proved 
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of little real consequence, and I soon recovered from its 
effects. 

The Penguin got into port about nine o’clock in the morning, 
after encountering one of the severest gales ever experienced 
off Nantucket. Both Augustus and myself managed to appear 
at Mr. Barnard’s in time for breakfast—which, luckily, was 
somewhat late, owing to the party overnight. I suppose, all 
at the table were too much fatigued themselves to notice our 
jaded appearance—of course, it would not have borne a very 
rigid scrutiny. Schoolboys, however, can accomplish wonders 
in the way of deception, and I verily believe not one of our 
friends in Nantucket had the slightest suspicion that the 
terrible story told by some sailors in town of their having run 
down a vessel at sca, and drowned some thirty or forty poor 
devils, had reference either to the Ariel, my companion, or myself. 
We two have since very frequently talked the matter over— 
but never without a shudder, In one of our conversations 
Augustus frankly confessed to me, that in his whole life he 
had at no time experienced so excruciating a sense of dismay, 
as when on board our little boat he first discovered the extent 
of his intoxication, and felt himself sinking beneath its influence. 


CHAPTER II. 


IN no affairs of mere prejudice, yo or con, do we deduce infer- 
ences with entire certainty, even from the most simple data. 
It might be supposed that a catastrophe such as I have Just 
related would have effectually cooled my incipient passion for 
the sea. On the contrary, I never experienced a more ardent 
Jonging for the wild adventures incident to the life of a 
navigator than within a week after our miraculous deliverance. 
This short period proved amply long enough to erase from my 
memory the shadows, and bring out in vivid light all the 
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pleasurably exciting points of colour, all the picturesqueness 
of the late perilous accident. My conversations.with Augustus 
grew daily more frequent and more intensely full of interest. 
He had a manner of relating his stories of the ocean (more 
than one-half of which I now suspect to have been sheer fabrica- 
tions) well adapted to have weight with one of my enthusiastic 
temperament, and somewhat gloomy, although glowing imagina- 
tion. It is strange, too, that he most strongly enlisted my 
feelings in behalf of the life of a seaman, when he depicted 
his more terrible moments of suffering and despair. For the 
bright side of the painting I had a limited sympathy. My 
visions were of shipwreck and famine; of death or captivity 
among barbarian hordes; of a lifetime dragged out in sorrow 
and tears, upon some grey and desolate rock, in an ocean 
unapproachable and unknown, such visions or desires—for 
they amounted to desires—are common, I have since been 
assured, to the whole numerous race of the melancholy among 
men—at the time of which I speak, I regarded them only as 
prophetic glimpses of a destiny, which I felt myself in a 
measure bound to fulfil. Augustus thoroughly entered into 
my state of mind. It is probable, indeed, that our intimate 
communion had resulted in a partial interchange of charaeter. 

About eighteen months after the period of the driel’s 
disaster, the firm of Lloyd and Vredenburgh (a house con- 
nected in some manner with the Messieurs Enderby, I believe, 
of Liverpool) were engaged in repairing and fitting out the 
brig Grampus for a whaling voyage. She was an old hulk, 
and scarcely seaworthy when all was done to her that could 
be done. I hardly know why she was chosen in preference to 
other and good vessels belonging to the same owners—)but so 
it was. Mr. Barnard was appointed to command her, and 
Augustus was going with him. While the brig was getting 
ready, he frequently urged upon me the excellency of the 
opportunity now offered for indulging my desire of travel. 
He found me hy no means an unwilling listener; yet the 
matter could not be so easily arranged. My father made no 
direct opposition ; but my mother went into hysterics at the 
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bare mention of the design; and, more than all, my grand. 
father, from whom I expected much, vowed to cut me off with 
a shilling if I should ever broach the subject to him again. 
These difficulties, however, so far from abating my desire, 
only added fuel to the flame. I determined to go at all 
hazards; and, having made known my intention to Augustus, 
we set about arranging a plan by which it might be accom- 
plished. In the meantime I forboro speaking to any of my 
relations in regard to the voyage, and, as I busied myself 
ostensibly with my usual studies, it was supposed that I had 
abandoned the design. I have since frequently examined my 
conduct on this occasion with sentiments of displeasure as 
well as of surprise. The intense hypocrisy I made use of for 
the furtherance of my project—an hypocrisy pervading every 
word and action of my life for so long a period of time—could 
only have been rendered tolerable to myself by the wild 
and burning expectation with which I looked forward to the 
fulfilment of my long-cherished visions of travel. 

In pursuance of my scheme of deception, I was necessarily 
obliged to leave much to the management of Augustus, who 
was employed for the greater part of every day on board the 
Grampus, attending to some arrangements for his father in 
the cabin and cabin-hold, At night, however, we were sure 
to have a conference, and talk over our hopes. After nearly 
a month passed in this manner, without our hitting uponany 
plan we thought likely to succeed, he told me at last that he 
had determined upon everything necessary. I had a relation 
living in New Bedford, a Mr. Ross, at whose house I was in 
the habit of spending occasionally two or three wecks at a 
time. The brig was to sail about the middle of June (June 
1827), and it was agreed that, a day or two before her putting 
to sea, my father was to receive a note as usual from Mr. Ross, 
asking me to come over and spend a fortnight with Robert 
and Emmet (his sons), Augustus charged himself with the 
inditing of this note and getting it delivered. Ilaving set ont, 
as supposed, for New Bedford, I was then to report myself to 
my companion, who would contrive a hiding-place for me ic 
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the Grampus. This hiding-place, he assured me, would be 
rendered sufficiently comfortable for a residence of many days, 
during which I was not to make my appearance. When the 
brig had proceeded so far on her course as to make any turning 
back a matter out of question, 1 should then, he said, be 
formally installed in all the comforts of the cabin; and as to 
his father, he would only laugh heartily at the joke. Vessels 
enough would be met with, by which a letter might be sent 
home explaining the adventure to my parents. 

The middle of June at length arrived, and everything had 
been matured. The note was written and delivered, and on a 
Monday morning I left the house for the New Bedford packet, 
as supposed. I went, however, straight to Augustus, who was 
waiting for me at the corner of a street. It had been our 
original plan that I should keep out of the way until dark, 
and then slide on board the brig; but as there was now a 
thick fug in our favour, it was agreed to lose no time in 
secreting me. Augustus led the way to the wharf, and I 
followed at a little distance, enveloped in a thick seaman’s 
cloak which he had brought with him, so that my person 
might not be easily recognised. Just as we turned the second 
corner, after passing Mr. Edmund’s well, who should appear, 
standing right in front of me, and looking me full in the face, 
but old Mr. Peterson, my grandfather. ‘‘ Why, bless my soul, 
Gordon,” said he, after a long pause, “why, why,—z2hose dirty 
cloak is that you have on?” “Sir!” replied, assuming, as well 
as I could, in the exigency of the moment, an air of offended 
surprise, and talking in the gruffest. of all imaginable tones— 
‘sir! you are a sum’mat mistaken; my name, in the first 
place, been’t nothing at all hke Goddin, and Pd want you for 
to know better, you blackguard, than to call my new obercoat 
a darty one” For my life J could hardly refrain from scream- 
ing with laughter at the odd manner im which the old gentleman 
rercived this handsome rebuke. He started back two or three 
steps, turned first pale and then excessively red, threw up his 
spectacles, then, putting them down, ran full tilt at me with 
his umbrella uplifted. He stopped short, however, in his 
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career, as if struck with a sudden recollection ; and presently, 
turning round, hobbled off down the street, shaking all the 
while with rage, and muttering between his teeth, ‘‘ Won’t do 
—new glasses—thought it was Gordon—d—d good-for-nothing 
salt water Long Tom.” 

After this narrow escape we proceeded with greater caution, 
and arrived at our point of destination in safety. There were 
only one or two of the hands on board, and these were busy 
forward, doing something to the forecastle combings. Captain 
Barnard, we knew very well, was engaged at Lloyd and 
Vredenburgh’s, and would remain there until late in the 
evening, so we had little to apprehend on his account. 
Augustus went first up the vessel’s side, and in a short while 
I followed him, without being noticed by the men at work. 
We procceded at once into the cabin, and found no person 
there. It was fitted up in the most comfortable style—a 
thing somewhat unusual in a whaling vessel. There were 
four very excellent state- rooms, with wide and convenient 
berths. There was also a large stove, I took notice, and a 
remarkably thick and valuable carpet covering the floor of 
both the cabin and state-rooms. The ceiling was full seven 
feet high, and, in short, everything appeared of a more roomy 
and agreeable nature than I had anticipated. Augustus, 
however, would allow me but little time for observation, 
insisting upon the necessity of my concealing myself as soon 
as possible. He led the way into his own state-room, which 
was on the starboard side of the brig, and next to the bulk- 
heads. Upon entering, he closed the door and bolted it. I 
thought I had never seen a nicer little room than the one in 
which I now found myself. It was about ten feet long, and 
had only one berth, which, as I said before, was wide and 
convenient. In that portion of the closet nearest the bulkheads 
there was a space of four feet square, containing a table, a 
chair, and a set of hanging shelves full of books, chiefly 
books of voyages and travels. There were many other little 
comforts in the room, among which I ought not to forget 
a kind of safe or refrigerator, in which Augustus pointed out 
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to me a host of delicacies, both in the eating and drinking 
department. 

He now pressed with his knuckles upon a certain spot of 
the carpet in one corner of the space just mentioned, letting 
me know that a portion of the flooring, about sixteen inches 
square, had been neatly cut out and again adjusted. As he 
pressed, this portion rose up at one end sufficiently to allow 
the passage of his finger beneath. In this manner he raised 
the mouth of the trap (to which the carpet was still fastened 
by tacks), and I found that it led into the after-hold. He 
next lit a small taper by means of a phosphorus match, and, 
placing tho light in a dark lantern, descended with it through 
the opening, bidding me follow. I did so, and he then pulled 
the cover upon the hole by means of a nail driven into the 
under side ; the carpet, of course, resuming its original position 
on the floor of the state-room, and all traces of the aperture 
being concealed. 

The taper gave out so feeble a ray that it was with the 
greatest difficulty I could grope my way through the confused 
mass of lumber among which I now found myself. By 
degrees, however, my eyes became accustomed to the gloom, 
and I proceeded with less trouble, holding on to the skirts of 
my friend’s coat. He brought me, at length, after creeping 
and winding through innumerable narrow passages, to an 
iron-bound box, such as is used sometimes for packing fine 
earthenware. It was nearly four feet high, and full six 
long, but very narrow. ‘Two large empty oil-casks lay on the 
top of it, and above these again a vast quantity of straw 
matting, piled up as high as the floor of the cabin. In 
every other direction around was wedged as closely as 
possible, even up to the ceiling, a complete chaos of almost 
every species of ship furniture, together with a heterogeneous 
medley of crates, hampers, barrels, and bales, so that it 
seemed a matter no less than miraculous that we had dis- 
covered any passage at all to the box. I afterward found 
that Augustus had purposely arranged the stowage in this 
hold with a view to affording me a thorough concealment, 
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having had only one assistant in the labour, a man not going 
out in the brig. 

My companion now showed me that one of the ends of the 
box could be removed at pleasure. He slipped it aside and 
displayed the interior, at which I was excessively amused. 
A. mattress from one of the cabin berths covered the whole of 
its bottom, and it contained almost every article of meie 
comfort which could be crowded into so small a space, allowing 
me, at the same time, sufficient room for my accommodation, 
either in a sitting position or lying at full length. Among 
other things, there were some books, pen, ink, and paper, 
three blankets, a large jug full of water, a keg of sca-biscuit, 
three or four immense Bologna sausages, an enormous ham, a 
cold leg of roast mutton, and half-a-dozen bottles of cordials 
and liquors. I procceded immediately to take possession of 
my little apartment, and this with feclings of higher satisfac- 
tion, I am sure, than any monarch ever experienced upon 
entering a new palace. Augustus now pointed out to me the 
method of fastening the open end of the box, and then, holding 
the taper close to the deck, showed me a piece of dark whipcord 
lying along it. This, he said, extended from my hiding-place 
throughout all the necessary windings among the lumber, to 
a nail which was driven into the deck of the hold, immediately 
beneath the trap-door leading into his state-room. By means 
of this cord I should be enabled readily to trace my way out 
without his guidance, provided any unlooked-for accident 
should render such a step necessary. He now took his 
departure, leaving with me the lantern, together with a copious 
supply of tapers and phosphorus, and promising to pay me a 
visit as often as he could contrive to do so without observation. 
This was on the seventeenth of June. 

I remained three days and nights (as nearly as I could guess) 
in my hiding-place without getting out of it at all, except 
twice for the purpose of stretching my limbs by standing erect 
between two crates Just opposite the opening. During thie 
whole period I saw nothing of Augustus; but this occasioned 
me little uneasiness, as I knew the brig was expected to put 
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to sea every hour, and in the bustle he would not easily find 
opportunities of coming down to me. At length I heard the 
trap open and shut, and presently he called in a low voice, 
asking if all was well, and if there was anything I wanted. 
“ Nothing,” I replied ; “1 am as comfortable as can be; when 
will the brig sail?” ‘She will be under weigh in less than 
half an hour,” he answered. “I came to let you know, and 
for fear you should be uneasy at my absence. I shall not 
have a chance of coming down again for some time—perhaps 
for three or four days more. All is going on right aboveboard. 
After I go up and close the trap, do you creep along by the 
whipcord to where tlie nail is driven in. You will find my 
watch there —it may be uscful to you, as you have no dayhivht 
to keep time by. I suppose you can’t tell how long you have 
been buried— only three days—this is the twentieth. I would 
bring the watch to your box, but am afraid of being missed.” 
With this he went up. 

In about an hour after he had gone I distinctly felt the brig 
in motion, and congratulated myself upon having at length 
faiuly commenced a voyage. Satisfied with this idea, I 
determined to make my mind as easy as possible, and await 
the course of events until I should be permitted to exchange 
the box for the more roomy, although hardly moe comfort- 
able, accommodations of the cabin. My first care was to get 
the watch. Leaving the taper burning, I groped along in the 
dark, following the cord through windings innumerable, in 
some of which I discovered that, after toiling a long distance, 
I was brought back within a foot or two of a former position. 
At length I reached the nail, and securing the object of my 
journey, returned with it in safety. I now looked over the 
books which had been so thoughtfully provided, and selected 
the expedition of Lewis and Clarke to the mouth of the 
Columbia. With this I amused myself for some time, when, 
growing sleepy, 1 extinguished the light with great care, and 
soon fell into a sound slumber. 

Upon awakiny I felt strangely confused in mind, and some 
time elapsed before I could bring to recollection all the various 
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circumstances of my situation. By degrecs, however, I 
remembered all. Striking a light, I looked at the watch ; but 
it was run down, and there were, consequently, no means of 
determining how long I had slept. My limbs were greatly 
cramped, and I was forced to relieve them by standing between 
the crates. Presently feeling an almost ravenous appetite, | 
bethought myself of the cold mutton, some of which I had 
eaten just before going to sleep, and found excellent. What 
was my astonishment at discovering it to be in a state of 
absolute putrefaction? This circumstance occasioned me great 
disquietude ; for, connecting it with the disorder of mind I 
experienced upon awaking, I began to suppose that I must 
have slept for an inordinately long period of time. The close 
atmosphere of the hold might have had something to do with 
this, and might, in the end, be productive of the most serious 
results. My head ached excessively ; I fancied that I diew 
every breath with difhculty ; and, in short, I was oppressed 
with a multitude of gloomy feelmgs. Stull I could not ventuie 
to make any disturbance by opening the trap or otherwise, 
and, having wound up the watch, contented myself as well as 
possible. 

Throughout the whole of the next tedivus twenty four hours 
no person came to my relief, and I could not help accusing 
Augustus of the grossest inattention. What alarmed me chietly 
was, that the water in my jug was reduced to about half a pint, 
and I was suffering much from thirst, having eaten freely of 
the Bologna sausages after the loss of my mutton. I became 
very uneasy, and could no longer take any interest in my 
books. I was overpowered, too, with a desire to sleep, yet 
trembled at the thought of indulging it, lest there night exist 
some pernicious influence, like that of burning charcoal, in the 
confined air of the hold. In the meantime the roll of the brig 
told me that we were far in the imain ocean, and a dull 
humming sound, which reached my ears as if from an immense 
distance, convinced me no ordinary gale was blowing. I could 
not imagine a reason for the absence of Augustus. We were 
surely far enough advanced on our voyage to allow of my 
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going up. Some accident might have happened to him—but 
I could think of none which would account for his suffering 
me to remain so long a prisoner, exccpt, indeed, his having 
suddenly died or fallen overboard, and upon this idea I could 
not dwell with any degree of patience. It was possible that 
we had been baffled by head winds, and were still in the near 
vicinity of Nantucket. This notion, however, I was forced to 
abandon ; for such being the case, the brig must have frequently 
gone about; and I was entirely satisfied, from her continual 
inclination to the larboard, that she had been sailing all along 
with a steady breeze on her starboard quarter. Besides, 
granting that we were stil in the neighbourhood of the island, 
why should not Augustus have visited me and informed me 
of the circumstance? Pondering in this manner upon the 
difficulties of my solitary and cheerless condition, I resolved 
to wait yet another twenty four hours, when, if no relief were 
obtained, 1 would make my way to the trap, and endeavour 
either to hold a parley with my friend, or get at least a little 
fresh air through the opening, and a further supply of water 
from his state-room. While oceupied with this thought, how- 
ever, I fell, in spite of every exertion to the contrary, into a 
state of profound sleep. or rather stupor. My dreams were of 
the most terrific description. Jtvery species of calamity and 
horror befell me. Among other miseries, I was smothered to 
death between huge pillows by demons of the most ghastly 
and ferocious aspect. Immense serpents held me in their 
embrace, and looked earnestly in my face with their fearfully 
shining eyes. Then deserts, limitless, and of the most forlorn 
and awe-inspiring character, spread themselves out before me. 
Immensely tall trunks of trees, grey and leafless, rose up in 
endless succession as far as the cye could reach. Their roots 
were concealed in wide-spreading morasses, whose dreary 
water lay intensely black, still, and altogether terrible, beneath. 
Aud the strange trees seemed endowed with a human vitality, 
and waving t¢ and fro their skeleton arms, were crying to the 
silent waters for mercy, in the shrill and piercing accents of 
the most acute agony and despair. The scene changed ; and T 
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stood, naked and alone, amid the burning sand- plains of 
Zahara. At my feet lay crouched a fierce lion of the tropics. 
Suddenly his wild eyes opened and fell upon me. With a 
convulsive bound he sprang to his feet, and laid bare his 
horrible teeth. In another instant there burst from his red 
throat a roar like the thunder of the firmament, and I fell 
\npetuously to the earth. Stifling in a paroxysm of terror, I 
at last found myself partially awake. My dream, then, was 
not all a dream. Now, at least, 1 was in possession of my 
senses. The paws of some huge and real monster were press- 
ing heavily upon my bosom—his hot breath was in my ear- 
and his white and ghastly fangs were gleaming upon me 
through the gloom. 

IJad a thousand lives hung upon the movement of a limb 
or the utterance of a syllable, I could have neither stirred nor 
spoken. ‘The beast, whatever it was, retained his position 
without attempting any immediate violence, while I lay in au 
utterly helpless, and, I fancied, a dying condition beneath him. 
I felt that my powers of body and mind were fast leaving me 
—in a word, that I was perishing, and perishing of sheer 
fright. My brain swam—I grew deadly sick —my vision 
failed—even the glaring eyeballs above me grew dim. Making 
a last strong effort, Dat length breathed a faint ejaculation to 
God, and resigned myself to die. The sound of my voice 
seemed to arouse all the latent fury of the animal. He 
precipitated himself at full length upon my body; but what 
was my astonishment, when, with a long and low whine, he 
commenced lcking my face and hands with the greatest 
eagerness, and with the most extravagant demonstrations of 
affection and joy! I was bewildered, utterly lost in amaze- 
ment; but I could not forget the peculiar whine of my 
Newfoundland dog Tiger, and the odd manner of his caresses 
I well knew. It was he. 1 experienced a sudden rush of 
blood to my temples—a giddy and overpowering sense of 
deliverance and rcanimation. I rose hurriedly from the 
mattress upon which I had been lying, and, throwing myself 
upon the neck of my faithful follower and friend, relieved 
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the long oppression of my bosom in a flood of the most 
passionate tears. 

As upon a former occasion, my conceptions were in a state 
of the greatest indistinctness and confusion after leaving the 
mattress. For a long time I found it nearly impossible to 
connect any ideas; but, by very slow degrees, my thinking 
faculties returned, and I again called to memory the several 
incidents of my condition. For the presence of Tiger I tried 
in vain to account; and after busying myself with a thousand 
different conjectures respecting him, was forced to content 
myself with rejoicing that he was with me.to share iny dreary 
solitude, and render me comfort by his caresses. Most people 
love their dogs, but for Tiger 1 had an affection far more 
ardent than common; and never, certainly, did any creature 
more truly deserve it. For seven years he had been my 
inseparable companion, and in a multitude of instances had 
given evidence of all the noble qualities for which we value 
the animal. I had rescued him, when a puppy, from the 
clutches of a mahgnant httle villain in Nantucket, who was 
leading him, with a rope round his neck, to the water; and 
the grown dog repaid the obligation about thiee years after- 
ward by saving me from the bludgeon of a street robber, 

Getting now hold of the watch, I found upon applying it to 
my ear that it had again run down; but at this I was not at 
all surprised, being convinced, from the peculiar state of my 
feelings, that I had slept, as before, for a very long period of 
time; how long, it was of course impossible to say. I was 
burning up with fever, and my thirst was almost intolerable. 
I felt about the box for my little remaining supply of water, 
for I had no light, the taper having burnt to the socket of the 
lantern, and the phosphorus box not coming readily to hand. 
Upon finding the jug, however, I discovered it to be empty— 
Tiger, no doubt, having been tempted to drink it, as well as 
to devour the remnant of mutton, the bone of which lay, well 
picked, by the opening of the box. The spoiled meat I could 
well spare, but my heart sank as I thought of the watir. I 
was feeble in the extreme, so much so thit T shook all over as 
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with an ague at the slightest movement or exertion. To add 
to my troubles, the brig was pitching and rolling with great 
violence, and the oil-casks which lay upon my box were in 
momentary danger of falling down, so as to block up the only 
way of ingress or cgress, I felt also terrible sufferings from 
sea-sickness, These considerations determined me to make 
my way at all hazards to the trap, and obtain immediate relicf 
before I should be incapacitated from doing so altogether. 
Having come to this resolve, I again felt about for the 
phosphorus-box and tapers. The former I found after some 
little trouble, but not discovering the tapers as soon as I had 
expected (for 1 remembered very nearly the spot in which I 
had placed them), I gave up the search for the present, and, 
bidding Tiger he quiet, began at once my journey towards the 
trap. 

In this attempt my great feebleness became more than ever 
apparent. It was with the utmost difficulty I could craw] along 
at all, and very frequently my limbs sank suddenly from beneath 
me ; when falling prostrate on my face, I would remain for some 
minutes in a state bordering on insensibiity. Still I struggled 
forward by slow degrees, dreading every moment that I should 
swoon amid the narrow and intricate windings of the lumber, 
in which event I had nothing but death to expect as the result. 
At length, upon making a push forward with all the energy I 
could command, I struck my forehead violently against the sharp 
corner of an iron-bound crate. The accident only stunned me 
for a few moments, but I found to my inexpressible gricf that 
the quick and violent roll of the vessel had thrown the crate 
entirely across my path, so as effectually to block up the 
passage. With my utmost exertions I could not move it a 
single inch from its position, it being closely wedged in among 
the surrounding boxes and ship furniture. It became necessary 
therefore, enfeebled as I was, either to leave the guidance of 
the whipcord and seek out a new passage, or to climb over the 
obstacle and resume the path on the other side. The former 
alternative presented too many difficulties and dangers to be 
thought of without a shudder. In my present weak state of 
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both mind and body I should infallibly lose my way if I 
attempted it, and perish miserably amid the dismal and dis- 
gusting labyrinths of the hold. I proceeded therefore without 
hesitation to summon up all my remaining strength and forti- 
tude, and endeavour, as I best might, to clamber over the crate. 

Upon standing erect, with this end in view, I found the 
undertaking even a more serious task than my fears had led 
me to imagine. On each side of the narrow passage arose a 
complete wall of various heavy lumber, which the least blunder 
on my part might be the means of bringing down upoa my 
head ; or if this accident did not occur, the path might be 
effectually blocked up against my return by the descending 
mass, as it was in front by the obstacle there. The crate 
itself was along and unwieldy box, upon which no foothold 
could be obtained. In vain I attempted, by every means in 
my power, to reach the top, with the hope of being thus 
enabled to draw myself up. Had I succeeded in reaching it, 
it is certain that my strength would have proved utterly 
inadequate to the task of getting over, and it was better in 
every respect that I failed. At length, in a desperate effort to 
force the crate from its ground, I felt a strong vibration in the 
side next me. I thrust my hand cagerly to the edge of the 
planks and found that a very large one was loose. With my 
pocket-kuife which, luckily, I had with me, I succeeded after 
great labour in prying it entirely off; and getting through the 
aperture, discovered to my exceeding joy that there were no 
boards on the opposite side—in other words, that the top was 
wanting, it being the bottom through which I had forced my 
way. I now met with no important difficulty in proceeding 
along the line until I finally reached the nail. With a beating 
heart I stood erect, and with a gentle touch pressed against 
the cover of the trap. It did not rise as soon as I had expected, 
and I pressed it with somewhat more determination, still 
dreading lest some other person than Augustus might be 
in his stateroom. The door, however, to my astonishment 
remained steady, and I became somewhat uneasy, for I knew 
that it had formerly required little or no effort to remove it. 
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I pushed it strongly—it was nevertheless firm; with all my 
strength—it still did not give way ; with rage, with fury, with 
despair—it set at defiance my utmost efforts; and it was 
evident, from the unyielding nature of the resistance, that the 
hole had either been discovered and effectually nailed up, or 
that some immense weight had been placed upon it, which it 
was useless to think of removing. 

My sensations were those of extreme horror and dismay. 
In vain I attempted to reason on the probable cause of my 
being thus entombed. I could summon up no connected chain 
of reflection, and, sinking on the floor, gave way unresistingly 
to the most gloomy imaginings, in which the dreadful deaths 
of thirst, famine, suffocation, and premature interment crowded 
upon me as the prominent disasters to be encountered. At 
length there returned to me some portion of presence of mind. 
I arcse, and felt with my fingers for the seams or cracks of the 
aperture. Ilaving found them, I examined them closely to 
ascertain if they emitted any hght from the state-room; but 
none was visible. I then forced the pen-blade of my knife 
through them, until I met with some hard obstacle. Scraping 
against it, I discovered it to be a solid mass of iron, which, 
fiom its peculiar wavy fecl as I passed the blade along it, I 
concluded to be a chain-cable. The only course now leit me 
was to 1etrace my way to the box, and there either yield to 
my sad fate, or try so to tranquillize my mind as to admit of 
my arranging some plan of escape. I immediately set about 
the attempt, and succeeded, after innumerable difficulties, in 
getting back. As I sank utterly exhausted upon the mattress, 
Tiger threw himself at full length by my side, and seemed as 
if desirous, by his caresses, of consoling me in my troubles, 
and urging me to bear them with fortitude. 

The singularity of his behaviour at length forcibly arrested 
my attention, After licking my face and lands for some 
minutes, he would suddenly cease doing so, and utter a low 
whine. Upon reaching out my haud towards him, I then 
invariably found him lying on his back, with his paws uplifted. 
This conduct, so frequently repeated, appeared strange, and J 
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could in no manner account for it. As the dog seemed dis- 
tressed, I concluded that he had received some injury ; and 
taking his paws in my hands, I examined them one by one, 
but found no sign of any hurt. I then supposed him hungry, 
and gave him a large piece of ham, which he devoured with 
avidity — afterward, however, resuming his extraordinary 
mancuvres, I now imagined that he was suffering, like 
myself, the torments of thirst, and was about adopting this 
conclusion as the true one, when the idea occurred to me that 
I had as yet only examined his paws, and that there might 
possibly be a wound upon some portion of his body or head. 
The latter I felt carefully over, but found nothing. On passing 
my hand, however, along his back, I perceived a slight erection 
of the hair extending completely across it. Probing this with 
my finger, I discovered a string, and tracing it up, found that 
it encircled the whole body. Upon a closer scrutiny, I came 
across a small slip of what had the feeling of letter-paper, 
through which the string had been fastened in such a manner 
as to bring it immediately beneath the left shoulder of the 
animal, 


CHAPTER III. 


TuE thought instantly occurred to me that the paper was a 
note from Augustus, and that some unaccountable accident 
having happened to prevent his relieving me from my dungeon, 
he had devised this method of acquainting me with the true 
state of affairs, Trembling with eagerness, I now commenced 
another search for my phosphorus matches and tapers. I had 
a confused recollection of having put them carefully away just 
before falling asleep; and, indeed, previously to my last 
journey to the trap, I had been able to remember the exact 
spot where I had deposited them. But now I endeavoured in 
vain to call it to mind, and busied myself for a full hour in a 
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fruitless and vexatious search for the missing articles; never, 
surely, was there a more tantalizing state of anxiety and 
suspense. At length, while groping about, with my head close 
to the ballast, near the opening of the box, and outside of it, 
I perceived a faint glimmering of light in the direction of the 
steerage. Greatly surprised, I endeavoured to make my way 
towards it, as it appeared to be but a few fect from my position. 
Scarcely had I moved with this intention when I lost sight of 
the glimmer entirely, and, before I could bring 1t into view 
again, was obliged to feel along by the box until I had exactly 
resumed my original situation. Now, moving my head with 
saution to and fro, I found that by proceeding slowly, with 
great care, in an opposite direction to that in which I had at 
first started, I was enabled to draw near the light, still keeping 
it in view. Presently I came directly upon it (having squeezcd 
my way through innumerable narrow windings), and found 
that it proceeded from some fragments of my matches lying in 
an empty barrel turned upon its side. I was wondering how 
they came in such a place, when my hand fell upon two or 
thiee pieces of taper-wax, which had been evidently mumbled 
by the dog. I concluded at once that he had devoured the 
whole of my supply of candles, and I felt hopeless of being 
ever able to read the note of Augustus. The small remnants 
of the wax were so mashed up among other rubbish in the 
barrel, that I despaired of deriving any service from them, and 
left them as they were. The phosphorus, of which there was 
only a speck or two, I gathered up as well as I could, and 
returned with it after much difficulty to my box, where Tiger 
had all the while remained. 

What to do next I could not tell. The hold was so intensely 
dark that I could not see my hand, however close I would 
hold it to my face. The white slip of paper could barely be 
discerned, and not even that when I looked at it directly ; by 
turning the exterior portions of the retina towards it, that is to 
say, by surveying it slightly askance, I found that it became 
in some measure perceptible. Thus the gloom of my prison 
may be imagined, and the note of my friend, if indeed 1t were 
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a note from him, seemed only likely to throw me into further 
trouble, by disquieting to no purpose my already enfeebled and 
avitated mind. In vain I revolved in my brain a multitude 
of absurd expedients for procuring light— such expcdients 
precisely as a man in the perturbed sleep occasioned by opium 
would be apt to fall upon for a similar purpose—each and all 
of which appear by turns to the dreamer the most reasonable 
and the most preposterous of conceptions, just as the reasoning 
or imaginative faculties flicker alternately one above the other. 
At last an idea occurred to me which seemed rational, and 
which gave me cause to wonder, very justly, that I had not 
entertained it before. I placed the slip of paper on the back 
of a book, and collecting the fragments of the phosphorus 
matches which I had brought from the barrel, laid them to- 
gether upon the paper. I then, with the palm of my hand, 
rubbed the whole over quickly, yet steadily. A clear light 
diffused itself immediately throughout the whole surface ; and 
had there been any writing upon it, I should not have experi- 
enced the least difficulty, I am sure, in reading it. Nota 
syllable was there, however—nothing but a dreary and 
unsatisfactory blank; the illumination died away in a few 
seconds, and my heart died away within me as it went. 

I have before stated more than once that my intellect, for 
some period prior to this, had been in a condition nearly 
bordering on idiocy. There were, to be sure, momentary 
intervals of perfect sanity, and now and then even of energy, 
but these were few. It must be remembered that I had been, 
for many days certainly, inhaling the almost pestilential atmo- 
sphere of a close hole in a whaling vessel, and a long portion 
of that time but scantily supplied with water. For the last 
fourteen or fifteen hours I had none—nor had I slept during 
that time. Salt provisions of the most exciting kind had been 
my chief, and indeed, since the loss of the mutton, my only 
supply of food, with the exception of the sea-biscuit, and these 
latter were utterly useless to me, as they were too dry and 
hard to be swallowed in the swollen and parched condition of 
my throat. Iwas now in a high state of fever, and in every 
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respect exceedingly ill. This will account for the fact that 
many misciable hours of despondency elapsed after my last 
adventure with the phosphorus before the thought suggested 
itself that I had examined only one side of the paper. 1 shall 
not attempt to describe my feelings of rage (for I believe I was 
more angry than anything else) when the egregious oversight 
I had committed flashed suddenly upon my perception. The 
blunder itself would have been unimportant had not my own 
folly and impetuosity rendered it otherwise—in my disappoint- 
ment at not finding some words upon the slip, I had childishly 
torn it In pieces and thrown it away, it was impossible to say 
where. 

Irom the worst part of this dilemma I was relieved by the 
savacity of Tiger. Having got, after a long search, a small 
piece of the note, I put it to the dog’s nose, aud endeavoured 
to make him understand that he must bring me the rest of it. 
To my astonishment (for I had taught him none of the usual 
tricks for which his breed are famous), he seemed to enter at 
once into my meaning, and, rummaging about for a few 
moments, soon found another considerable portion, Bringing 
me this, he paused a while, and, rubbing his nose against my 
hand, appeared to be waiting for my approval of what he had 
done. I patted him on the head, when he immediately made 
off again. It was now some minutes before he came back— 
but when he did cone, he brought with him a large slip, which 
proved ’o be all the paper missing—it having been torn, it 
seems, only into three pieces. Luckily, I had no trouble in 
finding what few fragments of the phosphorus were left—being 
guided by the indistinct glow one or two of the particles still 
emitted. My difficultics had taught me the necessity of caution, 
and I now took time to reflect upon what I was about to do. 
It was very probable, I considered, that some words were written 
upon that side of the paper which had not been examined—but 
which side was that? Fitting the picces together gave ne no 
clue in this respect, although it assured me that the words (if 
there wire any) would be found all on one side, and connected 
in a proper manner, as written. There was the greater necessity 
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of ascertaining the point in question beyond a doubt, as the 
phosphorus remaining would be altogether insufficient for a 
third attempt should I fail in the one I was now about to make. 
I placed the paper on a book as before, and sat for some minutes, 
thoughtfully revolving the, matter over in my mind. At last I 
thought it barely possible that the written side might have some 
unevenness on its surface, which a delicate sense of feeling 
might enable me to detect. I determined to make the experi- 
ment, and passed my finger very carefully over the side which 
first presented itself—nothing, however, was perceptible, and 
I turned the paper, adjusting it on the hook, I now again 
carried my forefinger cautiously along, when I was aware of an 
exceedingly slight, but still discernible glow, which followed as 
it proceeded. This, I knew, must arise from some very minute 
remaining particles of the phosphorus with which I had covered 
the paper in my previous attempt. The other, or under side, 
then, was that on which lay the writing, if writing there should 
finally prove to be. Again I turned the note, and went to work 
as | had previously done. Having rubbed in the phosphorus, 
a brilliancy ensued as before—but this time several lines of 
MS. in a large hand, and apparently in red ink, Lecame dis- 
tinctly visible. The glimmer, although sufficiently bright, was 
but momentary, Still, had I not been too greatly excited, 
there would have been ample time enough for me to peruse 
the whole three sentences before me—for I saw there were 
three. In my anxiety, however, to read all at once, I succeeded 
only in reading the seven concluding words, which thus appeared 
—“dlood—your life depends upon lying close.” 

Had I been able to ascertain the entire contents of the note 
—the full meaning of the admomtion which my friend had thus 
attempted to convey, that admonition, cyen although it should 
have revealed a story of disaster the most unspeakable, could 
not, I am firmly convinced, have imbued my mind with one 
tithe of the harrowing and yet indefinable horror with which I 
was inspired by the fragmentary warning thus received. And 
“Bloud,” too, that word of all words—so rife at all times with 
mystery, and suffering, and terror—how trebly full of import 
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did it now appear—how chillily and heavily (di,jointed, as it 
thus was, from any foregoing words to qualify or render it 
distinct) did its vague syllables fall, amid the deep gloom of 
my prison, into the innermost recesses of my soul! 

Augustus had, undoubtedly, good reasons for wishing me to 
remain concealed, and I formed a thousand surmises as to what 
they could be—but I could think of nothing affording a satis- 
factory solution of the mystery. Just after returning from my 
last journey to the trap, and before my attention had been 
otherwise directed by the singular conduct of Tiger, I had 
come to the resolution of making myself heard at all events 
by those on board, or, if I could not succeed in this directly, 
of trying to cut my way through the orlop deck. The half 
certainty which I felt of being able to accomplish one of these 
two purposes in the last emergency had given me courage 
(which I should not otherwise have had) to endure the evils of 
my situation. The few words I had been able to read, how- 
ever, had cut me off from these final resources, and I now, for 
the first time, felt all the miscry of my fate. Ina paroxysm of 
despair I threw myself again upon the mattress, where, for about 
the period of a day and night, I lay in a kind of stupor, relieved 
only by momentary intervals of reason and recollection. 

At length I once more arose, and busied myself in reflection 
upon the horrors which encompassed me. For another twenty - 
four hours it was barely possible that I might exist without 
water—for a longer time I could not do so. During the first 
portion of my imprisonment I had made free use of the cordials 
with which Augustus had supplied me, but they only served to 
excite fever, without mm the least degree assuaging my thirst. 
1 had now only about a gill left, and this was of a species of 
strong peach liqueur at which my stomach revolted. The 
sausages were entirely consumed ; of the ham nothing remained 
but a small piece of the skin; and all the biscuit, except a few 
fragments of one, had been eaten by Tiger. To add to my 
troubles, I found that my headache was increasing momentarily, 
and with it the species of delirium which had distressed me 
more or less since my first falling asleep. For some hours 
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past it had been with the greatest difficulty I could breathe at 
all, and now each attempt at so doing was attended with the 
most distressing spasmodic action of the chest. But there was 
still another and very different source of disquietude, and one, 
indeed, whose harassing terrors had been the clief means of 
arousing me to exertion from my stupor on the mattress. It 
arose from the demeanour of the dog. 

I first observed an alteration in his conduct while rubbing 
in the phosphorus on the paper in my last attempt. As I 
mbbed, he ran his nose against my hand with a slight snarl, 
but 1 was too greatly excited at the time to pay much attention 
to the circumstance. Soon afterwards, it will be remembered, 
I threw myself on the mattress, and fell into a species of 
lethargy. Presently I became aware of a singular hissing 
sound close at my ears, and discovered it to proceed from 
Tiger, who was panting and wheezing in a state of the 
ereatest apparent excitement, his eyeballs flashing fiercely 
through the gloom, I spoke to him, when he replied with a 
low grow], and then remained quiet. DPresently I relapsed 
into my stupor, from which I was again awakened in a sinilar 
manner. This was repeated three or four times, until finally 
his behaviour inspired me with so great a degree of fear that 
I became fully aroused. He was now lying close by the door 
of the box, snarling fearfully, although in a kind of undertone, 
and grinding his tecth as if strongly convulsed. I had no 
doubt whatever that the want of water or the confined atmo- 
sphere of the hold had driven him mad, and I was at a loss 
what course to pursue. I could not endure the thought of 
hillmg him, yet it seemed absolutely necessary for my own 
safely. I could distinctly perecive his eyes fastened upon me 
with an expression of the most deadly animosity, and I expected 
every instant that he would attack me. At last I could endure 
my terrible situation no longer, and determined to make my 
way from the box at all hazards, and despatch hin, if his 
opposition should render it necessary for me to do so. To get 
out, I had to pass directly over his body, and he already secmed 
to anticipate my design—raising himself upon his fore-legs (as 
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I perceived by the altered position of his eyes), and displayed 
the whole of his white fangs, which were easily discernible. I 
took the remains of the ham-skin, and the bottle containing 
the liqueur, and secured them about my person, together with 
a large carving knife which Augustus had left me—then, folding 
my cloak as closely around me as possible, I made a movement 
towards the mouth of the box. No sooner did I do this, than 
the dog sprang with a loud growl towards my throat. The 
whole weight of his body struck me on the right shoulder, and 
I fell violently to the left, while the enraged animal passed 
entirely over me. I had fallen upon my knees, with my head 
buried among the blankets, and these protected me from a 
second furious assault, during which I felt the sharp teeth 
pressing vigorously upon the woollen which enveloped my 
neck—yet, luckily, without being able to penetrate all the 
folds. I was now beneath the dog, and a few moments would 
place me completely in his power. Despair gave me strength, 
and I rose boldly up, shaking him from me by main force, and 
dragging with me the blankets from the mattress. Theso I 
now threw over him, and before he could extricate himself I 
had got through the door and closed it effectually against his 
pursuit. In this struggle, however, I had been forced to drop 
the morsel of ham-skin, and I now found my whole stock of 
provisions reduced to a single gill of liqueur. As this reflection 
crossed my mind, I felt myself actuated by one of those fits of 
perverseness which might be supposed to influence a spoiled 
child in similar circumstances, and, raising the bottle to my 
lips, I drained it to the last drop, and dashed it furiously upon 
the floor. : 

Scarcely had the echo of the crash died away, when I heard 
my name pronounced in an eager but subdued voice, issuing 
from the direction of the steerage. So unexpected was any- 
thing of the kind, and so intense was the emotion excited 
within me by the sound, that I endeavoured in vain to reply. 
My powers of speech totally failed, and, in an agony of terror 
lest my friend should conclude me dead, and return without 
attempting to reach me, I stood up between the crates near 
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the door of the box trembling convulsively, and gasping and 
struggling for utterance. Had a thousand worlds depended 
upon a syllable, I could not have spoken it. There wasa slight 
movement now audible among the lumber somewhere forward 
of my station. The sound presently grew less distinct, then 
avain less so, and still less. Shall I ever forget my feelings at 
this moment? He was going—my friend, my companion, from 
whom I had a right to expect so much—he was going—he 
would abandon me—he was gone! He would leave me to 
perish miserably, to expire in the most horrible and loathsome 
of dungeons—and one word, one little syllable, would save me, 
yet that single syllable I could not utter! I felt, I am sure, 
more than ten thousand times the agonies of death itself. My 
brain reeled, and I fell deadly sick against the end of the box. 

As I fell, the carving-knife was shaken out from the waist- 
band of my pantaloons, and dropped with a rattling sound to 
the floor. Never did any strain of the richest melody come so 
sweetly to my ears! With the intensest anxiety I listened to 
ascertain the effect of the noise upon Angustus, for I knew 
that the person who called my name could be no one but 
himself, <All was silent for some moments. At length I agait. 
heard the word Arthur / repeated in a low tone, and one full 
of hesitation. Reviving hope loosened at once my powers of 
speech, and J now screamed at the top of my voice, “ Augustus / 
O Augustus!” “Tush! for God’s sake be silent!” he replied, 
in a voice trembling with agitation ; “I will be with you im- 
mediately, as soon as I can make my wav tegegy ISH Clie “uit? 
lor a long time I heard him mu ey tho lumber, and 
every moment scemed to me * At length I felt his 
hand upon my shoulder, an- he pr, at the same moment, 
a bottle of water to my lps. [hose only who have been 
suddenly redeemed from the jaws, of the tomb, or who have 
known the insufferable torments of thirst under circumstances 
as aggravated as those which encor#P@sstd me in my dreary 
prison, can form any idea of the unuttterable transports which 
that one long draught of the vcheal\ of all physical luxuries 
afforded. 
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When I had in some degree satisfied my thirst, Augustus 
produced from his pocket three or four cold boiled potatoes, 
which I devoured with the greatest avidity. He had brought 
with hima light in a dark lantern, and the grateful rays afforded 
me scarcely less comfort than the food and drink. But I was 
impatient to learn the cause of his protracted absence, and he 
proceeded to recount what had happened on board during my 
Incarceration, 


CHAPTER IV. 


THE brig put to sca, as I had supposed, in about an hour after 
he had left the watch. This was on the twentieth of June. 
It will be remembered that I had then been in the hold for 
three days, and during this period there was so constant a 
bustle on board, and so much running to and fro, especially 
in the cabin and state-rooms, that he had had no chance of 
visiting me without the risk of having the secret of the trap 
discovered. When at length he did come, I had assured him 
that I was doing as well as possible, and therefore for the two 
next days he felt but little uneasiness on my account—still, 
however, watching an opportunity of going down. It was 
not wntel the fourth day that he found one. Several times 
during this interval he had made up his mind to let his father 
know of the adventure, and have me come up at once, but we 
were still within reaching distance of Nantucket, and it was 
doubtful, from some expressions which had escaped Captain 
Barnard; whether he would not immediately put back if he 
discovered me to be on board. Besides, upon thinking the 
matter over, Augustus, so he told me, could not imagine that 
I was in immediate want, or that I would hesitate in such case 
to make myself heard at the trap. When, therefore, he con- 
sidered everything, he concluded to let me stay until he could 
mect with an opportunity of visiting me unobserved. This, 
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as I said before, dtd not occur until the fourth day aftcr his 
bringing me th watch, and the seventh since I had first 
entered the wold. He then went down without taking with 
him any Water or provisions, intending in the fist, place 
merely 60 call my attention, and get me to come from the box 
to th< trap, when he would go up to the state-room and thence 
wand me down a supply. When he descended for this pur- 
pose he found that I was asleep, for it seems that I was snoring 
very loudly. From all the ealculations I can make on the 
subject, this must have been the slumber into which I fell just 
after my return from the trap with the watch, and which, 
consequently, must have lasted for more than three entire days 
and nights at the very least. Latterly I have had reason, both 
from my own experience and the assurance of others, to he 
acquainted with the strong soporific effects of the stench arising 
from old fish-oil when closely confined ; and when I think of 
the condition of the hold in which T was imprisoned, and the 
long period during which the brig had been used as a whaling 
vessel, Lam more inclmed to wonder that I awoke at all after 
once falling asleep, than that I should have slept uninterrupt- 
edly for the period specified above. 

Augustus called to me at first in a low voice and without 
closing the trap—but I made him no reply. He then shut the 
trap, and spoke to me in a louder, and finally in a very loud 
tone—still I continued to snore. He was now at a loss what to 
do. It would take him some time to make his way through 
the lumber to my box, and in the meanwhile his absence would 
be noticed by Captain Barnard, who had occasion for his 
services every minute in arranging and copying papers con- 
nected with the business of the voyage. He determined 
therefore upon reflection to ascend, and await another oppor- 
tunity of visiting me. Ile was the more easily induced to this 
resolve, as my slumber appeared to be of the most tranquil 
nature, and he could not suppose that I had undergone any 
inconvenience from my incarceration. He had just made up 
his mind on these points, when his attention was arrested by 
an unusual bustle, the sound of which proceeded apparently 
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from the cabin. He sprang through the trap as quickly as 
possible, closed it, and threw open the door of his state-r00m. 
No sooner had he put his foot over the threshold than a pistol 
flashed in his face, and he was knocked down at the same 
moment by a blow from a handspike. 

A strong hand held him on the cabin-floor, with a tight 
erasp upon his throat; still he was able to see what was going 
on around him. Jiis father was tied hand and foot, and 
lying along the steps of the companion-way, with his head 
down, and a deep wound in the forehead, from which the blood 
was flowing in a continued stream. He spoke not a word, and 
was apparently dying. Over him stood the first mate, eyeing 
him with an expression of fiendish derision, and deliberately 
searching his pockets, from which he presently drew forth a 
large wallet and a chronometer. Seven of the crew (among 
whom was the cook, a negro) were rummaging the state-rooms 
on the larboard for arms, where they soon equipped themsclves 
with muskets and ammunition. Besides Augustus and Captain 
Barnard, there were nine men altogether m the cabin, and 
these amons the most ruflianly of the brig’s company. The 
villains now went upon deck, taking my friend with them, after 
having secured his arms behind his back. They proceeded 
straight to the forecastle, which was fastened down—two of 
the mutineers standing by it with axes—two also at the main 
hatch. The mate called ont in a loud voice—‘‘ Do you hear 
there below? tumble up with you, one by one—now, mark that 
—and no grumbling!” It was some minutes before any one 
appeared ;—at last an Englishman, who had shipped as a raw 
hand, came up, weeping pitcously, and entreating the mate, in 
the most humble manner, to spare his life. The only reply 
was a blow on the forehead from an axe. The poor fellow fell 
to the deck without a groan, and the black cook lifted him up 
in his arms as he would a child, and tossed him deliberately 
into the sea. Hearimg the blow and the plunge of the body, 
the men below could now be induced to venture on deck 
neither by threats nor promises, until a proposition was made 
to smoke them out, A ceneral rich flee E “ne 
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moment it seemed possible that the brig might be retaken. 
The mutineers, however, succeeded at last in closing the fore- 
castle effectually before more than six of their opponents could 
getup. These six, finding themselves so greatly outnumbered 
and without arms, submitted after a brief struggle. The mate 
gave them fair words—no doubt with a view of inducing those 
below to yield, for they had no difficulty in hearing all that 
was said on deck. The result proved his sagacity, no less than 
his diabolical villainy. All in the forecastle presently signified 
their intention of submitting, and, ascending one by one, were 
pinioned and thrown on their backs, together with the first s1x 
—there being, in all of the crew who weie not concerned in 
the mutiny, twenty-seven. 

A scene of the most horrible butchery ensued. The bound 
seamen were dragged to the gangway. Here the cook stood 
with an axe, striking each victim on the head as he was forced 
over the side of the vessel by the other mutineers, In this 
manner twenty-two perished, and Augustus had given himself 
up for lost, expecting every moment his own turn to come next. 
But it seemed that the villains were now either weary, or in 
some measure disgusted with their bloody labour, for the four 
remuining prisoners, together with my friend, who had been 
thrown on the deek with the rest, were respited while the mate 
sent below for rum, and the whole murderous party held a 
drunken carouse, which lasted until sunsct. They now fell to 
disputing in regard to the fate of the survivors, who lay not 
more than four paces off, and could distinguish every word said. 
Upon some of the mutineers the liquor appeared to have a 
softening effect, for several voices were heard in favour of 
releasing the captives altogether on condition of joining the 
mutiny and sharing the profits. The black cook, however (who 
in all respects was a perfect demon, and who seemed to exert 
as much influence, if pot more, than the mate himself), would 
listen to no proposition of the kind, and rose repeatedly for the 
purpose of resuming his work at the gangway. Fortunately, 
he was so far overcome by intoxication as to be easily restrained 
by the less bloodthirsty of the party, among whom was a line- 
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manager, who went by the name of Dirk Peters. This man 
was the son of an Indian woman of the tribe of Upsarokas, who 
live among the fastnesses of the Black Hills, near the source 
of the Missouri. His father’ was a fur-trader, I believe, or at 
least connected in some manner with the Indian trading-posts 
on Lewis river. Peters himsclf was one of the most ferucious- 
looking men Iever beheld. He was short in stature, not more 
than four feet cight inches high, but lis limbs were of Her- 
culean mould. His hands, especially, were so enormously thick 
and broad as hardly to retain a human shape. His arms, as 
well as legs, were bowed in the most singular manner, and 
appeared to possess no flexibility whatever. His head was 
equally deformed, being of immense size, with an indentation 
on the crown (like that on the head of most negroes), and 
entirely bald. To conceal this latter deficiency, which did nut 
proceed from old age, he usually wore a wig formed of any hair- 
like material which presented itself—occasionally the skin of 
a Spanish dog or American grizzly bear. At the time spoken 
of he had on a portion of one of these bear-skins, and it added 
no little to the natural ferocity of his countenance, which betook 
of the Upsaroka character. The mouth extended nearly from 
ear to ear; the lips were thin, and seemed, like some other 
portions of his frame, to be devoid of natural pliancy, so that 
the ruling expression never varied under the influence of any 
emotion whatever. This ruling expression may be conceived 
when it is considered that the teeth were exceedingly long and 
protruding, and never even partially covered in any instance 
by the lips. To pass this man with a casual glance one might 
imagine him to be convulsed with laughter, but a second look 
would induce a shuddering acknowledgment that if such an 
ex}, ssion were indicative of merriment, the merriment must 
be tat of a demon. Of this singular being many anecdotes 
were prevalent among the seafaring men of Nantucket, 
These anecdotes went to prove his prodigious strength when 
under excitement, and some of them had given rise to a doubt 
of his sanity. But on board the Grampus it seems he was 
regarded at the time of the mutiny with feelings more of 
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derision than of anything else. I have been thus particular 
in speaking of Dirk Peters, because, ferocious as he appeared, 
he proved the main instrument in preserving the life of 
Augustus, and because I shall have frequent occasion to 
mention him hereafter in the course of my narrative —~a 
narrative, let me here say, which, in its latter portions, will 
be found to include incidents of a nature so entirely out of 
the range of human experience, and for this reason so far 
beyond the limits of human credulity, that I proeced in utter 
hopelessness of pbtaining credence for all that I shall tell, yet 
confidently trusting in time and progressing science to verify 
some of the most important and most improbable of my 
statements, 
After much indecision and two or three violent quarrels, it 
ras determined at last that all the prisoners (with the 
exception of Augustus, whom Peters insisted in a jocular 
manner upon keeping as his clerk) should be set adrift in one 
of the smallest whale-boats. The mate went down into the 
cabin to see if Captain Barnard was still living—for, it will be 
remembered, he was left below when the mutinecrs came up. 
Presently the two made their appearance, the captain pale as 
death, but somewhat recovered from the effects of his wound. 
lle spoke to the men in a voice hardly articulate, entreated 
them not to set him adrift, but to return to their duty, and 
promising to land them wherever they chose, and to take no 
steps for bringing them to justice. He might as well have 
spoken to the winds. Two of the ruffians seized him by the 
arms and hurled him over the brig’s side into the boat, which 
had heen lowered while the mate went below. The four men 
who were lying on the deck were then untied and ordered to 
follow, which they did without attempting any resistance— 
Augustus being still left in his painful position, although he 
struggled and prayed only for the poor satisfaction of being 
permitted to bid his father farewell. A handful of sea-biscuit 
and a jug of water were now handed down, but neither mast, 
sail, oar, nor compass. The boat was towed astern for a few 
minutes, during which the mutincers held another consultation 
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— it was then finally eut adrift. By this time night had come 
on—there were neither moon nor stars visible, and a short and 
ugly sea was running, although there was no great deal of wind. 
The boat was instantly out of sight, and little hope could be 
entertained for the unfortunate sufferers who were in it. This 
event happened, however, in latitude 35° 30’ north, longitude 
61° 20’ west, and consequently at no very g vreat Aistane: from 
the Bermuda Islands. Augustus therefore endeavoured to con- 
sole himself with the idea that the boat might cither suceced 
in reaching the land, or come sufficiently near to be fallen in 
with by vessels off the coast. 

All sail was now put upon the brig, and she continued her 
original course to the south-west—the mutineers being bent 
upon some piratical expedition, in which, from all that could 
be understood, a ship was to be intercepted on her way from 
the Cape Verd Islands to Porto Rico. No attention was paid 
to Augustus, who was unticd and suffered to go about any- 
where forward of the cabin companion way. Dirk Peters 
treated him with some degree of kindness, and on one occasion 
saved him from the brutality of the cook. Us situation was 
still one of the most precarious, as the men were continually 
intoxicated, and there was no relying wpon their continued 
good-humour or carelessness in regard to bnuself. lis anxiety 
on my account he represented, however, as the most distressing 
result of his condition ; and indeed I had never reason to 
doubt the sincerity of lis friendship. More than once he had 
resolved to acquaint the mutineers with the secret of my being 
on board, but was restrained from so doing, partly through 
recollection of the atrocities he had already Weheld, and partly 
through w hope of being able soon to bring me relief. For the 
latter purpose he was constantly on the watch, but, in spite of 
the most constant vigilance, three days elapsed after the boat 
was cut adrift before any chance occurred. At length, on the 
night of the third day, there came on a heavy blow from the 
eastward, and all hands were called up to take in sail. During 
the confusion which ensued, he made his way below unobserved, 
and into the statc-room. What was his gricf and horror in 
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discovering that the latter had beon rendered a place of deposit 
for a variety of sea-stores and ship furniture, and that several 
fathoms of old chain-cable, which had been stowed away 
beneath the companion-ladder, had been dragged thence to 
make room for a chest, and were now lying immediately upon 
the trap! To remove it without discovery was impossible, and 
he returned on deck as quickly as he could. As he came up 
the mate scized him by the throat, and demanding what he 
had been doing in the cabin, was about flinging him over the 
larboard bulwark, when his life was again preserved through 
the interferenge of Dirk Peters. Augustus was now put in 
handeufts (of which there were several pairs on board), and 
his feet lashed tightly together. Ile was then taken into the 
stecrage, and thrown into a lower berth next to the forecastle 
bulkheads, with the assurance that he should never put his 
foot on deck again “until the brig was no longer a brig.” 
This was the expression of the cook, who threw him into the 
berth ; it is hardly possible to say what precise meaning was 
intended by the phrase. The whole affair, however, proved 
the ultimate means of my relief, as will presently appear. 


CHAPTER V. 


For some minutes after the cook had left the forecastle, 
Augustus abandoned himself to despair, never hoping to leave 
the berth alive. Je now came to the resolution of acquainting 
the first of the men who should come down with my situation, 
thinking it better to let me take my chance with the mutineers 
than perish of thirst in the hold—for it had been ten days 
since I was first imprisoned, and my jug of water was nota 
plentiful supply even for four. As he was thinking on this 
subject, the idea came all at once into his head that it might 
be possible to communicate with me by the way of the main 
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hold. Jn any other circumstances, the difficulty and hazard 
of the undertaking would have prevented him from attempting 
it; but now he had, at all events, ttle prospect of life, and 
consequently little to lose—he bent his whole mind therefore 
upon the task. 

His handcuffs were the first consideration. At first he saw 
no method of 1emoying them, and feared that he should thus 
be baffled in the very outset; but upon a closer scrutiny, he 
discovered that the irons could be slipped off and on at 
pleasure with very little effort or inconvenience, merely by 
squeezing his hands through them—this species of manacle 
being altogether ineffectual in confining young persons, in 
whom the smaller bones readily yield to pressure. He now 
untied his feet, and leaving the cord in such a manner that it 
could easily be readjusted in the event of any person’s coming 
down, proceeded to examine the bulkhead where it joined the 
berth. The partition here was of soft pine board, an inch 
thick, and he saw that he should have Jittle trouble in cutting 
his way through. A voice was now heard at the forecastle 
companion-way, and he had just time to put his right hand 
into its handcuff (the left had not been removed), and to diaw 
the rope in a slip-knot around his ankle, when Dirk Petcis 
came below, followed by Tiger, who immediately leaped into 
the berth, and lay down. ‘The dog had been brought on board 
by Augustus, who knew my attachment to the animal, and 
thought it would give me pleasure to have him with me during 
the voyage. He went up to our house for him immcdiately 
after first taking me into the hold, but did not think of men- 
tioning the circumstance upon his bringing the watch. Since 
the mutiny, Augustus had not scen him before his appearance 
with Dirk Peters, and had given him up for lost, supposing 
him to have been thrown overboard by some of the malignant 
villains belonging to the mate’s gang. It appeared afterwards 
that he had crawled into a hole beneath a whale-boat, from 
which, not having room to turn round, he could not extricate 
himself. Peters at last let him out, and with a species of good 
tecling which my friend knew well how to appreciate, had now 
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brousht Lim to him in the forecastle as a companion, leavin 
at the same time some salt junk and potatoes, with a can « 
water: he then went on deck, promising to come down wit 
something more to eat on the next day. 

When he had gone, Augustus freed both hands from th 
manacles and unfastened his fect. He then turned down th 
head of the mattress on which he had heen lying, and with hi 
penknife (for the ruffians had not thought it worth while t 
search him) commenced cutting vigorously across one of th 
partition planks, as closely as possille to the floor of the berth 
Ife chose to cut here because, 1f suddenly interrupted, he woul 
be able to conceal what had been done by letting the head o 
the mattiess fall into its proper pusition. For the remainde) 
of the day, however, no disturbance occurred, and by night he 
had completely divided the plank. It should here be observed 
that none of the erew occupied the forecastle as a sleeping- 
place, living altogether in the cabin since the mutiny, drinking 
the wines, and feasting on the sea-stores of Captain Barnard, 
and giving no more heed than was absolutely necessary to the 
navigation of the brig. These circumstances proved fortunate 
both for myself and Augustus ; for, had matters been otherwise, 
he would have found it impossible to reach me. As it was, he 
proceeded with confidence in his design. It was near day- 
break, however, befure he completed the second division of the 
bomd (which was about a foot above the first cut), thus making 
an aperture quite large enough to admit his passage through 
with facility to the main orlop deck. Having got here, he 
made his way with but little trouble to the lower main hatch, 
although in so doing he had to scramble over tiers of oil-casks 
piled nearly as high as the upper deck, there being barely 
room enough left for his body. Upon reaching the hatch, he 
found that Tiger had followed him below, squeezing between 
two rows of the casks. It was now too late, however, to 
attempt getting to me before dawn, as the chief difficulty lay 
in passing through the close stowage in the lower hold. He 
therefore resolved to return, and wait till the next night, 
With this design, he proceeded to loosen the hatch, so that he 
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might have as little detention as possible when he should come 
again. Nosooner had he loosened it than Tiger sprang cagerly 
to the small opening produced, snutfed for a moment, and then 
uttered a long whine, scratching at the same time, as if anxious 
to remove the covering with his paws. There could be no 
doubt from his behaviour that he was aware of my being in the 
hold, and Augustus thought it possible that he would be able 
to get to mo if he put him down. He now hit upon the ex- 
pedient of sending the note, as it was especially desirable that 
I should make no attempt at forcing my way out, at least 
under existing circumstances, and there could be no certainty 
of his getting to me himself on the morrow, as he intended. 
After events proved how fortunate it was that the idea 
occurred to him as it did ; for, had it not been for the receipt 
of the note, I should undoubtedly have fallen upon some plan, 
however desperate, of alarming the crew, and both our lives 
would most probably have been sacrificed in consequence. 
Having concluded to write, the difliculty was now to procure 
the materials for so doing. An old toothpick was soon made 
into a pen; and this by means of feeling altogether, for the 
between-decks were as dark as pitch. Paper enough was 
obtained from the back of a letter—a duplicate of the forged 
letter from Mr. Ross. This had been the original draft, 
but the handwriting not being sufficiently well imitated, 
Augustus had written another, thrusting the first, by good for- 
tune, into his coat-pocket, where it was now most opportunely 
discovered. Ink alone was thus wanting, and a substitute was 
immediately found for this by means of a slight incision with 
the penknife on the back of a finger just above the nail—a 
copious flow of blood ensuing, as usual, from wounds in that 
vicinity. The note was now written, as well as it could be in 
the dark, and under the circumstances. It briefly explained 
that a mutiny had taken place; that Captain Barnard was set 
adrift; and that I might expect immediate relief as far as 
provisions were concerned, but must not venture upon making 
any disturbance. It concluded with these words: “I huve 


serawled this with blood—your life depends upon lying close.” 
Q 
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The slip of paper being tied upon the dog, he was now put 
down the hatchway, and Augustus made the best of his way 
back to the forecastle, where he found no reason to believe 
that any of the crew had been in his absence. To conceal 
the hole in the partition, he drove his knife in just above 
it, and hung up a pea-jacket which he found in the berth. 
His handcuffs were then replaced, also the rope around his 
ankles. 

These arrangements were scarcely completed when Dirk 
Peters came below, very diunk, but in excellent humour, 
and bringing with him my friend’s allowance of provision 
for the day. This consisted of a dozen Jarge Irish potatoes 
roasted, and a pitcher of water. He sat for some time 
on a chest by the berth, and talked freely about the 
mate and the general concerns of the briz. His demeanour 
was exceedingly capricious, and even grotesque. At one 
tine Augustus was much alarmed by his odd conduct. 
At last, however, he went on deck, muttering a promise 
to bring his prisoner a good dinner on the morrow. 
During the day two of the crew (harpooners) came down, 
accompanied by the cook, all three in nearly the last stage of 
intoxication. Like Peters, they made no scruple of talking 
unreservedly about their plans. It appeared that they were 
much divided among themselves as to their ultimate course, 
agreeing In no point except the attack on the ship from the 
Cape Verd Islands, with which they were in hourly expecta- 
tion of meeting. As far as could be ascertained, the mutiny 
had not been brought about altogether for the sake of hooty ; 
a private pique of the chief mate’s against Captain Barnard 
having been the main instigation. There now seemed to be 
two principal factions among the crew—one headed hy the 
mate, the other by the cook. The former party were for 
seizing the first suitable vessel which should present itself, and 
equipping it at some of the West India Islands for a piratical 
eruise. The latter division, however, which was the stronger, 
and included Dirk Peters among its partisans, were bent upon 
pursuing the course originally laid out for the brig into the 
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South Pacific; there either to take whale, or act otherwise, as 
circumstances should suggest. The representations of Peters, 
who had frequently visited these regions, had great weight 
apparently with the mutineers, wavering as they were between 
half-engendcred notions of profit and pleasure. He dwelt on 
the world of novelty and amusement to be found among the 
innumerable islands of the Pacific, on the perfect security and 
freedom from all restraint to be enjoyed, but more particularly 
on the deliciousness of the climate, on the abundant means of 
good living. and on the voluptuous beauty of the women. As 
yet, nothing had been absolutely determined upon, but the 
pictures of the hybrid line-manager were taking strong hold 
upon the ardent imaginations of the seamen, and there was 
every probability that his intentions would be finally carried 
into effect 

The three men went away in about an hour, and no one else 
entered the forecastle all day. Augustus lay quiet until nearly 
night. He then fieed himself from the rope and irons, and 
prepared for his attempt. A bottle was found in one of the 
berths, aad this he filled with water from the pitcher left by 
Peters, storing his pockets at the same time with cold potatoes. 
To his great joy, he also came across a lantern with a small 
piece of tallow candle init. This he could light at any moment, 
as he had in his possession a box of phosphorus matches. 
When it was quite dark he got through the hole in the bulk- 
head, having taken the precaution to arrange the bedclothes in 
the berth so as to convey the idca of a person covered up. 
When through, he hung up the pea-jacket on his knife as before, 
to conceal the aperture—this manceuvre being casily effected 
as he did not readjust the piece of plank taken out until after- 
wards. He was now on the main orlop deck, and proceeded 
to make his way as before between the upper deck and the 
oil-casks to the main hatchway. Having reached this, he jt 
the piece of candle and descended, groping with extreme diffi- 
culty among the compact stowage of the hold. In afew moments 
he became alarmed at the insufferable stench and the closeness 
of the atmosphere. He could not think it possible that I had 
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survived my confinement for so long a period breathing so 
oppressive an air. He called my name repeatedly, but I made 
him no reply, and his apprehensions seemed thus to be con- 
firmed. The brig was rolling violently, and there was so much 
noise in consequence, that it was useless to listen for any weak 
sound, such as those of my breathing or snoring. IIe threw 
open the lantern, and held it as high as possible whenever an 
opportunity occurred, in order that by observing the light I 
might, if alive, be aware that succour was approaching. Still 
nothing was heard from me, and the supposition of my death 
began to assume the character of certainty. Ile determined, 
nevertheless, to force a passage, if possible, to the box, and at 
least ascertain beyond a doubt the truth of his surmises. He 
pushed on for some time in a most pitiable state of anxiety, 
until at length he found the pathway utterly blucked up, and 
that there was no possibility of making any farther way by the 
course in which he had set out. Overcome now by his feelings, 
he threw himself among the lumber in despair, and wept like a 
child. It was at this period that he heard the crash occasioned 
by the bottle which I had thrown down. Fortunate, indeed, 
was it that the incident occurred—for upon this incident, trivial 
as it appears, the thread of my destiny depended. Many years 
elapsed, however, before I was aware of this fact. A natural 
shame and regret for his weakness and indecision prevented 
Augustus from confiding to me at once what a more intimate 
aud unreserved communion afterwards induced him to reveal. 
Upon finding his farther progress in the hold impeded by 
obstacles which he could not overcome, he had resolved to 
abandon his attempt at reaching me, and return at once to the 
forecastle. Before condemning him entirely on this head, the 
harassing circumstances which embarrassed him should be 
taken into consideration. The night was fast wearing away, 
and his absence from the forecastle might be discovered, and 
indeed would necessarily be so if he should fail to get back to 
the berth by daybreak. J1is candle was expiring in the socket, 
and there would be the greatest difficulty in retracing his way 
to the hatchway in the dark. It must be allowed, too, that 
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he had every good reason to believe me dead ; in which event 
no benefit could result to me from his reaching the box, and a 
world of danger would he encountered to no purpose by him- 
self. He had repeatedly called, and I had made him no answer. 
T had been now eleven days and nights with no more water 
than that contained in the jug which he had left with mco—a 
supply which it was not at all probable I had hoarded in the 
beginning of my confinement, as I had had every cause to 
expect a speedy release. The atmosphere of the hold, too, 
must have appeared to him, coming from the comparatively 
open air of the steerage, of a nature absolutely poisonous, and 
by far more intolerable than it had seemed to me upon my 
first taking up my quarters in the hox—the hatchways at that 
time having been constantly open for many months previous. 
Add to these considerations that of the scene of bloodshed and 
terror so lately witnessed by my fricnd; his confincment, 
privations, and narrow escapes from death, together with the 
frail and equivocal tenure by which he still existed—circum- 
stances all so well calculated to prostrate every energy of mind 
—and the reader will be casily brought, as I have been, to 
regard his apparcnt falling off in friendship and in faith with 
sentiments rather of sorrow than of anger. 

The crash of the bottle was distinctly heard, yet Augustus 
was not sure that it proceeded frum the hold. The doubt, 
however, was sufficicut inducement to persevere. He clambered 
up nearly to the orlop deck by means of the stowage, and then, 
watching for a lull in the pitchings of the vessel, he called out 
to me in as loud a tone as he could command, regardless for 
the moment of the danger of being overheard by the crew. 
It will be remembered that on this occasion the voice reached 
me, but I was so entirely overcome by violent agitation as to 
be incapable of reply. Confident now that his worst appre- 
hensions were well founded, he descended with a view of 
getting back to the forecastle without loss of time. In his 
haste, some small boxes were thrown down, the noise occasioned 
by which I heard, as will be recoll:cted. He had made con- 
siderable progress on his return, when the fall of the knife 
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again caused him to hesitate. Ife retraced his steps immey 
ately, and, clambering up the stowage a second time, ca¥’© 
out my name, loudly as before, having watched for ~ *U 
This time I found voice to answer. Overjoyed at disVeTing 
me to be still alive, he now resolved to brave ever’ difficulty 
and danger in reaching me. Having oxtricated! himself as 
quickly as possible from the labyrinth of lumber’ PY which he 
was hemmed in, he at length struck into an °PeDing which 
promised better, and finally, after a series of struggles, arrived 
at the box in a state of utter exhaustion. 


Tu leading particulars of th tis narr ation were all that Augustus 
éomintinicabed tome while remained near the box. It was 
not Wil afterwards tate” entered fully into all the details. 
He was apprehensive being missed, and I was wild with 
impatience to leave uy detested place of confinement. We 
resolved to make ov‘! WaY at once to the hole in the bulkhead, 
nearaehichicl- wae to remain for the present, while he went 
through to rece nnoitre. To leave Tiger in the box was what 
HONCGr MER ould endure to think of ; yct, how to act other- 
wise was the Question. Ile now seemed to be perfectly quiet, 
and-we coud not even distinguish the sound of his breathing 
upon applv28 our ears closely to the box. I was convinced 
that he 8 dead, and determined to open the door. We 
d Him lying at full length, apparently in a deep stupor, 


found , 
yet grill alive. No time was to be lost, yet I could not bring 


inyr€lf to abandon an animal who had now been twice instru- 

untal in saving my life, without some attempt at preserving 
wim. We therefore dragged him along with us as well as 
we could, although with the greatest difficulty and fatigue ; 
Augustus, during part of the time, being forced to clamber 
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over the impediments in our way with the huge dog in his 
arms—a feat to which the fecbleness of my frame rendered me 
totally inadequate. At length we succeeded in reaching the 
hole, when Augustus got through, and Tiger was pushed in 
afterwards, All was found to be safe, and we did not fail to 
return sincere thanks to God for our deliverance from the 
imminent danger we had escaped. For the present, it was 
agreed that I should remain near the opening, through which 
my companion could readily supply me with a part of his 
daily provision, and where I could have the advantages of 
breathing an atmosphere comparatively pure. 

In explanation of some portions of this narrative, whercin ] 
have spoken of the stowage of the brig, and which may appeat 
ambiguous to some of my readers who may have seen a proper 
or regular stowage, I must here state that the manner in which 
this most important duty had been performed on board the 
Grampus was a most shameful piece of neglect on the part of 
Captain Barnard, who was by no means as careful or as cx: 
perienced a seaman as the hazardous nature of the service on 
which he was employed would scem necessarily to demand. 
A proper stowage cannot be accomplished in a careless manner, 
and many most disastrous accidents, even within the limits of 
my own experience, have arisen from neglect or ignorance in 
this particular. Coasting vessels, in the frequent hurry and 
bustle attendant upon taking in or discharging cargo, are the 
most liable to mishap from the want of a proper attention to 
stowage. The great point is to allow no possibility of the 
carzo or ballast’s shifting position even in the most violent 
rollings of the vessel. With this end, great attention must be 
paid not only to the bulk taken in but to the nature of the 
bulk, and whether there be a full or only a partial cargo. In 
most kinds of freight the stowage is accomplished by means 
ofa screw. Thus, in a load of tobacco or flour, the whole is 
screwed so tightly into the hold of the vessel that the barrels 
or hogsheads upon discharging are found to be completely 
flattened, and take some time to regain their original shape. 
This screwing, however, is resorted to principally with a view 
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of obtaining more room in the hold ; for, in a full load of any 
such commodities as flour or tobacco, there can be no danger 
of any shifting whatever, at least none from which incon- 
venience can result. There have been instances indeed where 
this method of screwing has resulted in the most lamentable 
consequences, arising from a cause altogether distinct from the 
danger attendant upon a shifting of cargo. A load of cotton, 
for example, tightly screwed while in certain conditions, has 
been known, through the expansion of its bulk, to rend a vessel 
asunder at sea. There can be no doubt, either, that the same 
result would ensue in the case of tobacco while undergoing its 
usual course of fermentation, were it not for the interstices 
consequent upon the rotundity of the hogsheads. 

It is when a partial cargo is received that danger is chiefly 
to be apprehended from shifting, and that precautions should 
be always taken to guard against such misfortune. Only those 
who have encountered a violent gale of wind, or rather who 
have experienced the rolling of a vessel in a sudden calm after 
the gale, can form an idea of the tremendous force of the plunges, 
and of the consequent terrible impetus given to all loose articles 
in the vessel. It is then that the necessity of a cautious 
stowage, when there is a partial cargo, becomes obvious. When 
lying to (especially with a small head sail), a vessel which is 
not properly modelled in the bows is frequently thrown upon 
her beam-ends; this occurring even every fifteen or twenty 
minutes upon an average, yet without any serious consequences 
resulting, provided there be a proper stowage. If this, however, 
has not been strictly attended to, in the first of these heavy 
Jurches the whole of the cargo tumbles over to the side of the 
vessel which lies upon the water, and, being thus prevented 
from regaining her equilibrium, as she would otherwise neces- 
sarily do, she is certain to fillin a few seconds and go down. 
It is not too much to say that at least one-half of the instances 
in which vessels have foundered in heavy gales at sea may be 
attributed to a shifting of cargo or of ballast. 

When a partial cargo of any kind is taken on board, the 
whole, after being first stowed as compactly as may be, should 
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he covered with a layer of stout shifting boards, extending 
completely across the vessel. Upon these boards strong 
temporary stanchions should be erected, reaching to the timbers 
above, and thus securing everything in its place. In cargoes 
consisting of grain, or any similar matter, additional precautions 
are requisite. A hold filled entirely with grain upon leaving 
port will be found not more than three-fourths full upon 
reaching its destination, this, too, although the freight, when 
measured bushel by bushel. by the consignee, will overrun by 
a vast deal (on account of the swelling of the grain) the quantity 
consigned. This result is occasioned by settling during the 
voyage, and is the more perceptible in proportion to the rough- 
ness of the weather experienced. If grain loosely thrown in a 
vessel, then, is ever so well secured by shifting boards and 
stanchions, it will be lable to shift in a long passage so greatly 
as to bring about the most distressing calamities. To prevent 
these, every method should be employed before leaving port to 
sctile the cargo as much as possible, and for this there are many 
contrivances, among which may be mentioned the driving of 
wedges into the grain. Even after all this is done, and unusual 
pains taken to secure the shifting boards, no seaman who knows 
what he is about will feel altogether secure in a gale of any 
vio'ence with a cargo of grain on board, and least of all with a 
partial cargo. Yet there are hundreds of our coasting vessels, 
and it is hkely many more from the ports of Europe, which sail 
daily with partial cargoes, even of the most dangerous species, 
and without any precautions whatever. The wonder is that 
no more accidents occur than do actually happen. A lament- 
able instance of this heedlessness occurred to my knowledge in 
the case of Captain Joel Rice of the schooner Firefly, which 
sailed from ltichmond, Virginia, to Madeira, with a cargo of 
corn, in the year 1825. The captain had gone many voyages 
without serious accident, although he was in the habit of paying 
no attention whatever to his stowage, more than to secure it 
in the ordinary manner. He had never before sailed with a 
cargo of grain, and on this occasion had the corn thrown on 
board loosely, when it did not much more than half fill the 
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vessel, For the first portion of the voyage he met with nothing 
more than light breezes, but when within a day’s sail of Madeira 
there came on a strong gale from N.N.E. which forced him to 
lie to. He brought the schooner to the wind under a double- 
reefed foresail alone, when she rode as well as any vessel could 
be expected to do, and shipped not a drop of water. Towards 
night the gale somewhat abated, and she rolled with more 
unsteadiness than before, but still did very well, until a heavy 
lurch threw her upon her beam-ends to starboard. ‘The corn 
was then heard to shift bodily, the force of the movement 
bursting open the main hatchway. The vessel went down like 
a shot. This happened within hail of a small sloop from 
Madeira, which picked up one of the crew (the only person 
saved), and which rode out the gale in perfect security, as 
indecd a jolly-boat might have done under proper management. 

The stowage on board the Grumpus was most clumsily done, 
if stowage that could be called which was little better than a 
promiscuous huddling together of oil-casks * and ship furniture. 
I have already spoken of the condition of articles in the hold. 
Ou the oilop deck there was space cnough for my body (as I 
have stated) between the oil-casks and the upper deck, a space 
was left open around the main hatchway, and several{ other 
large spaces were left in the stowage. Near the hole cu 
through the bulkhead by Augustus there was room ernou 
for an entire cask, and in this space I found myself comfortal 
situated for the present. 

By the time my friend had got safely into the berth, 
readjusted his handcuffs and the rope, it was broad dayl 
We had made a narrow escape indeed, for scarcely ha 
arranged all matters when the mate came below with 
Peters and the cook. They talked for some time about 
vessel from the Cape Verds, and seemed to be excessi 
anxious for her appearance. At length the cook came to 
berth in which Augustus was lying, and seated himself in 
near the head. | could sce and hear everything from my hidit 

* Whaling vessels are usually fitted with iron oil-tanks; why t 
Grampus was not I have never been able to ascertain. 
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place, for the piece cut out had not been put back, and I was 
in momentary expectation that the negro would fall against 
the pea-jacket which was hung up to conceal the aperture, in 
which case all would have been discovered, and our lives would, 
no doubt, have been instantly sacrificed. Our good fortune 
prevailed, however, and although he frequently touched it as 
the vessel rolled, he never pressed against it sufficiently to bring 
about a discovery. The bottom of the jacket had been care- 
fully fastened to the bulkhead, so that the hole might not be 
seen by its swinging to oneside. All this time Tiger was lying 
in the foot of the berth, and appeared to have recovered in 
some measure his faculties, for I could see him occasionally 
open his eyes and draw a long breath. 

After a few minutes the mate and cook went above, leaving 
Dirk Peters behind, who, as soon as they were gone, came and 
sat himself down in the place just occupicd by the mate. He 
began to talk very sociably with Augustus, and we could now 
see that the greater part of his apparent intoxication, while 
the two others were with him, was a feint. He answered all 
my companion’s questions with perfect freedom; told him 
that he had no doubt of his father’s having been picked up, as 
there were no less than five sail in sight just before sundown 
on the day he was cut adrift; and used other language of a 
consolatory nature, which occasioned me no less surprise than 
pleasure. Indeed, I began to entertain hopes, that through 
the instrumentality of Peters we might be finally enabled to 
regain possession of the brig, and this idea I mentioned to 
Augustus as soon as I found an opportunity. He thought the 


’ matter possible, but urged the necessity of the greatest caution 
1e » making the attempt, as the conduct of the hybrid appeared 
uly be instigated by the most arbitrary caprice alone; and, 


indeed, it was difficult to say if he was at any moment of 
sound mind. Peters went upon deck in about an hour, and 
did not return again until noon, when he brought Augustus a 
plentiful supply of junk beef and pudding. Of this, when we 
were left alone, I partook heartily, without returning through 
the hole. No one else came down into the forecastle during 
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the day, and at night I got into Augustus’s berth, where I 
slept soundly and sweetly until nearly daybreak, when he 
awakened me upon hearing a stir upon deck, and I regained 
my hiding-place as quickly as possible. When the day was 
fully broke, we found that Tiger had recovered his strength 
almost entirely, and gave no indications of hydrophobia, drink- 
ing a little water that was offered him with great apparent 
eagerness. During the day he regained all his former vigour 
an appetite. His strange conduct had been brought on, no 
doubt, by the deleterious quality of the air of the hold, and had 
no connection with canine madness. I could not sufficiently 
rejoice that I had persisted in bringing him with me from the 
box. This day was the thirtieth of June, and the thirteenth 
since the Grumpus made sail from Nantucket. 

On the second of July the mate came below, drunk as usual, 
and in an excessively good humour. He came to Auzustus’s 
berth, and, giving him a slap on the back, asked him if he 
thought he could behave himself if he Iet him loose, and 
whether he would proniise not to be going into the cabin 
again. To this, of course, my friend answered in the affirmative, 
when the rutfian set him at hberty, after making him drink 
from a flask of ram which he drew from his coat-pocket. Buth 
now went on deck, and I did not see Augustus for about three 
hours. Ie then came below with the good news that he had 
obtained permission to go about the brig as he pleased any- 
where forward of the mainmast, and that he had been ordered 
to sleep, as usual, in the forecastle. He brought me, too, a 
good dinner, and a plentiful supply of water. The brig was 
still cruising for the vessel from the Cape Verds, and a sail 
was now in sight, which was thought to be the one in question. 
As the events of the ensuing eight days were of little import- 
ance, and had no direct bearing upon the main incidents of 
my narrative, I will here throw them into the form of a journal, 
as I do not wish to omit them altogether. 


July 3rd, Augustus furnished me with three blankets, with which I 
contiived a comfortable bed in my hiding-place. No one came below, 
except my companion, during the day. Tiger took his station in the berth 
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just by the aperture, and slept heavily, as if not yet entirely recovered 
from the effects of his sickness. Towards night a flaw of wind struck the 
brig before sail could be taken in, and very nearly eapsized her. The puff 
died away immediately, however, and no damage was done beyond the 
splitting of the foretopsail. Dirk Peters treated Augustus all this day 
with great kindness, and entered into a long conversation with him respect- 
ing the Pacific Ocean, and the islands he had visited in that region. He 
asked him whether he would not like to go with the mutineers on a kind 
of exploring and pleasure voyage in those quarters, and said that the men 
were gradually coming over to the mate’s views, To this Augustus thought 
it best to reply that he would be glad to go on such an adventure, since 
nothing better could be done, and that anything was ‘ eferable to a 
piratical life. 

July 4th. Tho vessel in sight proved to be a small brig from Viverpool, 
and was allowed to pass unmolested. Augustus spent most of his time 
on deck, with a view of obtaining all the information in his power 
respecting the intentions of the mutineers. They had frequent and violent 
quarrels among themselves, in one of which a harpooner, Jim Bonner, was 
thrown overboard. The party of the mate was gaining ground. Jim 
Bonner belonged to the cook’s gang, of which Pcters was a partisan. 

July Sth, About daybreak there came on a stiff breeze from the west, 
which at noon freshened into a gale, so that the brig could carry nothing 
more than her trysail and foregail, In taking in the foretopsail, Simms, 
one of the common hands, and belonging also to the cook’s gang, fel 
overboard, being very much in liquor, and was drowned, no attempt being 
made to save him. The whole number of persons on board was now 
thirteen, to wit: Dirk Peters; Seymour, the black cook ; ——- Jones; 
Greely ; Hartman Rogers ; and William Allen, of the cook’s party ; 
the mate, whose name I never learned ; Alsalom Hicks; Wilson , 
John Hunt; and Richard Parker, of the mate’s party—Desides Augustus 
and myself. 

July 6th. The gale lasted all this day, blowing in heavy squalls, 
accompanied with rain. The brig took in a good deal of water through 
her seams, and one of the pumps was kept continually going, Augustus 
being forced to take his turn. Just at twilight a large ship passed close 
by us, without having been discovered until within hail, This ship was 
supposed to be the one for which the mutineers were on the look-out. 
The mate hailed her, but the reply was drowned in the roaring of the gale. 
At eleven, a sca was shipped amidships, which tore away a great portion 
of the larboard bulwarks, and did some other slight damage. Towards 
morning the weather moderated, and at sunrise there was very little wind, 

July 7th. There was a heavy swell running all this day, during which 
the brig, being light, rolled excessively, and many articles broke loose in 
the hold, as I could hear distinctly from my hiding place. I suffered a 
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great deal from sea-sickness. Peters had a long conversation this day 
with Augustus, and told him that two of his gang, Greely and Allen, had 
gone over to the mate, and were resolved to turn pirates. He put several 
questions to Augustus which he did not then exactly understand. During 
a part of this evening the leak gained upon the vessel ; and little conld be 
done to remedy it, as it was occasioned by the brig’s straining, and taking 
in the water through her seams. A sail was thrummed, and got under 
the bows, which aided us in some measure, so that we began to gain upon 
the leak. 

July 8th. A light breeze sprung up at sunrise from the eastward, when 
the mate headed the brig to the south-west, with the intention of making 
some of the West India Islands, in pursuance of his piratical designs. No 
opposition was made by Peters or the cook —at least none in the hearing 
of Augustus, All idea of taking the vessel from the Cape Verds was 
abandoned. The leak was now easily kept under by one pump going 
every three-quarters of an hour. The sail was drawn from beneath the 
bows. Spoke two small schooners during the day. 

July 9th, Fine weather, All hands employed in repairing bulwaiks, 
Peters had again a long conversation with Augustus, and spoke more 
plainly than he had done heretofore. He said nothing should induce him 
to come into the mate’s views, and even hinted his intention of taking the 
biig out of his hands.. He asked my friend if he could depend upon his 
aid in such ease, to which Augustus said, ‘‘ Yes,” without hesitation. 
Peters then said he would sound the others of his party upon the subject, 
and went away. During the remainder of the day Augustus had no 
opportunity of speaking with him piivately. 


CHAPTER VII. 


JuLY 10. Spoke a brig from Rio, bound to Norfolk. Weather 
hazy, with a light baffling wind from the eastward. To-day 
Hartman Rogers died, having been attacked on the eighth with 
spasms after drinking a glass of grog. This man was of the 
cook’s party, and one upon whom Peters placed his main 
reliance. He told Augustus that he believed the mate had 
poisoned him, and that he expected, if he did not be on the 
look-out, his own turn would come shortly. There were now 
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only himself, Jones, and the cook belonging to his own gang 
—on the other side there were five. He had spoken to Jones 
about taking the command from the mate; but the project 
having been coolly received, he had been deterred from press- 
ing the matter any further, or from saying anything to the 
cook. It was well, as it happened, that he was so prudent, 
for in the afternoon the cook expressed his determination of 
siding with the mate, and went over formally to that party ; 
while Jones took an opportunity of quarrelling with Peters, 
and hinted that he would let the mate know of the plan in 
agitation. There was now, evidently, no time to be lost, and 
Peters expressed his determination of attempting to take the 
vessel at all hazards, provided Augustus would lend him his 
aid. My friend at once assured him of his willingness to enter 
into any plan for that purpose, and, thinking the opportunity 
a favourable one, made known the fact of my being on board. 
At this the hybrid was not more astonished than delighted, 
as he had no reliance whatever upon Jones, whom he already 
considered as belonging to the party of the mate. They went 
below immediately, when Augustus called to me by name, and 
Peters and myself were soon made acquainted. It was agreed 
that we should attempt to retake the vessel upon the first good 
opportunity, leaving Jones altogether out of eur councils, In 
the event of success, we were to run the brig into the first 
port that offered, and deliver her up. The desertion of his 
party had frustrated Peters’ design of going into the Pacific— 
an adventure which could not be accomplished without a 
crew, and he depended upon either getting acquitted upon 
trial on the score of insanity (which he solemnly averred had 
actuated him in lending his aid to the mutiny), or upon obtain- 
ing a pardon, if found guilty, through the representations of 
Augustus and myself. Our deliberations were interrupted for 
the present by the cry of “all hands take in sail,” and Peters 
and Angustus ran up on deck. 

As usual, the crew were nearly all drunk, and before sail 
could be properly taken in a violent squall laid the brig on 
her beam-ends. Dy keeping her away, however, she righted, 
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having shipped a gocd deal of water. Scarcely was everything 
secure when another squall took the vessel, and immediately 
afterward another—no damage being done. There was every 
appearance of a gale of wind, which indeed shortly came on 
with great fury from the northward and westward. All was 
made as snug as possible, and we laid to, as usual, under a 
close-reefed foresail, As night drew on, the wind increased in 
violence, with a remarkably heavy sea. Peters now came 
into the forecastle with Augustus, and we resumed our 
deliberations. 

We agreed that no opportunity could be more favourable 
than the present for carrying our design into effect, as an 
attempt at such a moment would never be anticipated. <As 
the brig was snugly laid to, there would be no necessity of 
mancuvring her until good weather, when, if we succeeded in 
our attempt, we might liberate one, or perhaps two of the men, 
to aid us in taking her into port. The main difficulty was the 
creat disproportion in our forces. There were only three of 
us, and in the cabin there were nine. All the arms on board, 
too, were in their possession, with the exception of a pair of 
small pistols which Peters had concealed about his person, and 
the large seaman’s knife which he always wore in the waistband 
of his pantaloons. From certain indications, too—such, for 
example, as there being no such thing as an axe or a hand 
spike lying in their customary pluces—we began to fear that 
the mate had his suspicions, at least in regard to Peters, and 
that he would let slip no opportunity of getting rid of him. It 
was clear, indeed, that what we should determine to do could 
nut be done too soon. Still the odds were too much against 
us to allow of our procecding without the greatest caution. 

Peters proposed that he should go up on deck and enter 
into conversation with the watch (Allen), when he would be 
able to throw him into the sea without trouble, and without 
making any disturbance, by scizing a good opportunity ; that 
Augustus and myself should then come up and endeavour to 
provide ourselves with some kind of weapons from the deck ; 
and that we should then make a rush together and secure the 
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companion-way hefore any opposition could be offered. I 
objected to this, because I could not believe that the mate 
(who was a cunning fellow in all matters which did not affect 
his superstitious prejudices) would suffer himself to be so 
easily entrapped. The very fact of there being a watch on 
deck at all was sufficient proof that he was upon the alert— 
it not being usual, except in vessels where discipline is most 
rigidly enforced, to station a watch on deck when a vessel is 
lying to in a gale of wind, As I address myself principally, if 
not altogether, to persons who have never been to sea, it may 
be as well to state the exact condition of a vessel under such 
circumstances, Lying to, or, in sea-patlance, “laying to,” is a 
measure resorted to for various purposes, and effected in various 
manners. In moderate weather it is frequently done with a 
view of merely bringing the vessel to a stand-still, to wait for 
another vessel, or any similar object. If the vessel which lies 
to is under full sail, the manceuvre is usually accomplished by 
throwing round some portion of her sails, so as to let the wind 
take them aback, when she becomes stationary. But we are 
now speaking of lying to in a gale of wind. This is done when 
the wind is ahead, and too violent to admit of carrying sail 
without danger of capsizing ; and sometimes even when the wind 
is fair but the sea too heavy for the vessel to be put before it. 
If a vessel be suffered to scud before the wind in a very heavy 
sea, much damage is usually done her by the shipping of water 
over her stern, and sometimes by the violent plunges she 
makes forward. This mancuvre, then, is seldom resorted to 
in such cases unless through necessity. When the vessel is 
in a leaky condition, she is often put before the wind even in 
the heaviest seas ; for when lying to her scams are sure to be 
greatly opened by her violent straining, and it is not so much 
the case when scudding. Often, too, 1b becomes necessary to 
scud a vessel, either when the blast is so exceedingly furious 
as to tear in pieces the sail which is employed with a view of 
bringing her head to the wind, or when, through the false 
modelling of the frame or other causes, this main object 


cannot be effected. 
R 
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Vessels in a gale of wind are laid to in different manners 
according to their peculiar construction. Some lie to best 
under a foresail, and this, I believe, is the sail most usually 
employed. Large square-rigged vessels have sails for the 
express purpose, called storm-staysails. But the jib is 
occasionally employed by itself—sometimes the jib and fore- 
sail, or a double-reefed foresail, and not unfrequently the 
aftersails are made use of. Foretopsails are very often found 
to answer the purpose better than any other species of sail. 
The Grampus was generally laid to under a close-reefed foresail. 

When a vessel is to be laid to, her head is brought up to the 
wind just so nearly as to fill the sail under which she les, 
when hauled flat aft, that is, when brought diagonally across 
the vessel. This being done, the bows point within a few 
degrecs of the direction from which the wind issues, and the 
windward bow of course receives the shock of the waves. In 
this situation a good vessel will ride out a very heavy gale of 
wind without shipping a drop of water, and without any further 
attention being requisite on the part of the crew. The helm 
is usually lashed down, but this is altogether unnecessary 
(except on account of the noise it makes when loose), for the 
rudder has no effect upon the vessel when lying to. Indeed, 
the helm had far better be left loose than lashed very fast, for 
the rudder is apt to be torn off by heavy seas if there be no 
room for the helm to play. As long as the sail holds, a well- 
modelled vessel will maintain her situation and ride every sea 
as if instinct with life and reason. If the violence of the wind, 
however, should tear the sail into pieces (a feat which it requires 
a peifect hurricane to accomplish under ordinary circumstances), 
there is then imminent danger. The vessel falls off from the 
wind, and, coming broadside to the sea, is completely at its 
mercy: the only resource in this case is to put her quietly 
before the wind, letting her scud until some other sail can be 
set. Some vessels will lie to under no sail whatever, but such 
are not to be trusted at sea. 

ut to return from this digression. It had never been 
customary with the mate to have any watch on deck when 
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‘lying to in a gale of wind, and the fact that he had now one, 
coupled with the circumstances of the missing axes and hand- 
spikes, fully convinced us that the crew were too well on the 
watch to betaken by surprise inthemanner Peters had suggested. 
Something, however, was to be done, and that with as little 
delay as practicable, for there could be no doubt that a suspicion 
having been once entertained against Peters, he would be 
sacrificed upon the earliest occasion, and one would certainly 
be either found or made upon the breaking of the gale. 

Augustus now suggested that if Peters could contrive to 
remove, under any pretext, the piece of chain-cable which lay 
over the trap in the state-room, we might possibly be able to 
come upon them unawares by means of the hold; but a little 
reflection convinced us that the vessel rolled and pitched too 
violently for any attempt of that nature. 

By good fortune I at length hit upon the idea of working 
upon the superstitious terrors and guilty conscience of the mate. 
It will be remembered that one of the crew, Hartman Rogers, 
had died during the morning, having been attacked two days 
before with spasms after drinking some spirits and water. 
Peters had expressed to us his opinion that this man had been 
poisoned by the mate, and for this belief he had reasons, so he 
said, which were incontrovertible, but which he could not be 
prevailed upon to explain to us—this wayward refusal being 
only in keeping with other points of his singular character. 
But whether or not he had any better grounds for suspecting 
the mate than we had ourselves, we were easily led to fall in 
with his suspicion, and determined to act accordingly. 

Rogers had died about eleven in the forenoon, in violent 
convulsions ; and the corpse presented in a few minutes after 
death one of the most horrid and loathsome spectacles I ever 
remember to have seen. The stomach was swollen immensely, 
like that of a man who has been drowned and lain under water 
for many weeks. The hands were in the same condition, while 
the face was shrunken, shrivelled, and of a chalky whiteness, 
except where relieved by two or three glaring red splotches, 
like those occasioned by the erysipelas ; one of these splotches 
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extended diagonally across the face, completely covering up an 
eye as if with a band of red velvet. In this disgusting condition 
the body had been brought up from the cabin at noon to be 
thrown overboard, when the mate getting a glimpse of it (for 
he now saw it for the first time), and being either touched with 
remorse for his crime, or struck with terror at so horrible a 
sight, ordered the men to sew the body up in its hammock, 
and allow it the usual rites of sea burial. Having given these 
directions, he went below, as if to avoid any further sight of 
his victim. While preparations were making to obey his orders, 
the gale came on with great fury, and the design was abandoned 
for the present. The corpse, left to itself, was washed into 
the larboard scuppers, where it still lay at the time of which I 
speak, floundering about with the furious lurches of the brig. 
Having arranged our plan, we set about putting it im execution 
as specdily as possible. Peters went upon deck, and, as he 
had anticipated, was immediately accosted by Allen, who 
appeared to be stationed more as a watch upon the forecastle 
than for any other purpose. The fate of this villain, however, 
was specdily and silently decided ; for Peters, approaching him 
in a careless manner, as if about to address him, seized him by 
the throat, and before he could utter a single cry tossed him 
over the bulwarks. He then called to us, and we came up. 
Our first precaution was to look about for something with 
which to arm ourselves, and in doing this we had to proceed 
with great care, for it was impossible to stand on deck an 
instant without holding fast, and violent seas broke over the 
vessel at every phuinge forward. It was indispensable, too, that 
we should be quick in our operations, for every minute we 
expected the mate to be up to set the pumps going, as it was 
evident the brig must be taking in water very fast. After 
searching about for some time, we could find nothing more fit 
for our purpose than the two pump-handles, one of which 
Augustus took, and I the other. Having secured these, we 
stripped off the shirt of the corpse and dropped the body over- 
board. Peters and myself then went below, leaving Augustus 
to watch upon deck, where he took his station just where Allen 
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had been placed, and with his back to the cabin companion-way, 
‘so that if any one of the mate’s gang should come up he might 
suppose it was the watch. 

As soon as I got below I commenced disguising myself so as 
to represent the corpse of Rogers. The shirt which we had 
taken from the body aided us very much, for it was of singular 
form and charactcr, and easily recognisable, a kind of smock 
which the deceased wore over his other clothing. It was a blue 
stockinett, with large white stripes running across. Having 
put this on, I proceeded to equip myself with a false stomach, 
in imitation of the horrible deformity of the swollen corpse. 
This was soon effected by means of stuffing with some bedclothies. 
I then gave the same appearance to my hands by drawing on 
a pair of white woollen mittens, and filling them in with any 
kind of rags that offered themselves. Peters then arranged my 
face, first rubbing it well over with white chalk, and afterwards 
splotching it with blood, which he took from a cut in his finger. 
Uhe streak across the eye was not forgotten, and presented a 
most shucking appearance, 


CHAPTER VIII. 


As I viewed myself in a fragment of looking-glass which hung 
up in the cabin, and by the dim light of a kind of battle- lantern, 
I was so impressed with a sense of vague awe at my appearance, 
and at the recollection of the terrific reality which I was thus 
representing, that I was seized with a violent tremor, and could 
scarcely summon resolution to go on with my part. It was 
necessary, however, to act with decision, and Peters and myself 
went upon deck. 

We there found everything safe, and, keeping close to the 
bulwarks, the three of us crept to the cabin companion-way 
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It was only partially closed, precautions having been taken to 
prevent ite being suddenly pushed to from without, by means 
of placing billets of wood on the upper step, so as to interfere 
with the shutting. We found no difficulty in gettung a fall 
view of the interior of the cabin through the cracks where the 
hinges were placed. It now proved to have been very fortunate 
fur us that we bad not attempted to take them by surpri-c, for 
they were evidently on the alert. Only one was asleep, and 
he lying just at the foot of the companion-ladder with a musket 
by his ride. The rest were seated on several mattresses which 
had been taken from berths and thrown on the floor. They 
were engaged in carnest conversation, and although they had 
been carousing, as appeared from two empty jugs with some 
tin tumblers which lay about, they were mot as nich intoxi- 
cated ax usual, All had knives, one or two of them pistols, 
and a great many inuskets were lying in a berth close at 
lian, 

We hiatened to their conversation for some time befcre we 
could make up our minds how to act, having as yet resolyed 
on nothing determinate, except that we would attempt tu 
paralyse their exertions, when we should attack them by means 
of the apparition of Rogers, They were disenssing their 
piratical plang, in which all we could hear distinctly was that 
they would unite with the crew of a schooner Jfurect, and, if 
possible, get the schooner herself into their possession pre- 
paratory to some attempt on a large sede, the particulars of 
which could net be made out by either of us. 

One of the men spoke of Peters, when the mate replied to 
him ana low voice whieh could not be distinguished, and after- 
wards added more loudly that “he could not understand his 
berg se much forward with the captain's brat in the forecastle, 
amd he thought the sooner both of them were overboard the 
better.” To this no answer was made, but we could easily 
perceive that the hint was well received by the whole party, 
and more particularly by Jones. At this periud 1 was eaces- 
sively agitated, the more so as I could see that neither Augustus 
nor Peters could determine how to act. ] made up my mind, 
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however, to sell my life as dearly as possible, and not to suffer 
my-elf to be overcome by any feelings of trepidation. 

The tremendous noise made by the rearing af the wind in 
the rigging, and the washing of the sea over the deck, pre- 
vented us from hearing what was said exeept during momentary 
lulls. In one of these we all distinctly heard the mate tell one 
of the men to “go forward, and order the d—d lubbers to come 
into the cabin, where he could have an eye upon them, for he 
wanted no such seeret doings on board the brig.” [t was well 
for us that the pitehing of the vessel at this moment was so 
violent as to prevent this order from being carried into instant 
execution. The cook got up from his mattress to go for us, 
when a tremendous lurch, which To thought would carry away 
the masts, threw him headlong against one of the larbonrd 
state roum doors, bursting it open, and creating a wood deal of 
other confusion. Luckily neither of our party was thrown 
from his position, and we had time to make a precipitate retreat 
to the forecastle and arrange a hurried plan of action before 
the messenger made bis appearance, or rather before he put 
his head out of the companion-hatch, for he did) not come on 
leek. From this station he eould not notice the absence of 
Allen, and he accordingly bawled out, as if to him, repeating 
the orders of the mate. Peters cried out “Ay, ay,” in a dis 
guined voice, and the cook immediately went below without 
entertaining a suspicion that all was not right. 

My two companions now proceeded boldly aft and down into 
the cabin, Peters closing the door after him in the same manner 
he had found it. The mate received them with feigned cordiality, 
and told Augustus that sinee he had behaved himself so well of 
late he mizht take up his quarters in the cabin, and be one of 
them for the future. He then poured him out a tumbler half 
fall of rum, and made him drink it. All this [ saw and heard, 
for I followed my friends to the cabin as soon as the door was 
shut, and took up my old point of observation, Thad brought 
with me the two pump handles, one of which T secured near 
the companion-way to be ready for use when required. 

I now steadie Linysclf as well as possible so as to have a 
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good view of al] that was passing within, and endeavoured to 
nerve myself to the task of descending among the mutineers 
when Peters should make a signal to me as agreed upon. 
Presently he contuved te tar the conversation upon the 
bloody deeds of the mutiny, and by degrees led the men to 
talk of the thousand superstitions which are so universally 
current amony seamen. | could not make out all that was 
raid, but T could plaindy see the effects of the conversation in 
the countenances of those present. The mate was evidently 
much agitated, and presently, whem some one mentioned the 
terrific appearance of Roger's corpse, PF thought he was upon 
the point of swooning, Peters now asked him af he did not > 
think it would he better to have the body thrown overboard 
at once, as it Was too horible a sight to see it floundering about 
in the seuppers, At this the sallain absolutely gasped for 
breath, and turned las head Slawly round apon his companions, 
asf imploring some one to go up and perform: the task. No 
one, however, surred, and it was quite evident that the whole 
party were wound upto the highest piteh of nervous excite 
ment. Peters new made me the simak Pammediately threw 
open the door of the companion way, and, descending without 
uttering a syllable, stood ereet in the nudst of the party. 

The intense cfleet produced by this sudden apparition i not 
at all to be wondered at when the various chrcamstanees are 
tuken into consideration, Usually, meases of a sindlar nature, 
there as deft in the mond of the spectator some ghamering of 
doubt as to the reality of the vision befure hin eyes , a degree 
of hope, however feeble, that he is the vietum of chicanery, 
nnd that the apparition is not actualy a visitant from the 
warld of shadows. It is not too much to say that such rem- 
nants of doubt have been at the bottom of almost every such 
Visitation, and that the appalling horror which has sometimes 
been brought about, is to be attributed, even in the eases most 
in point, and where most suffering has been experienced, more 
toa kind of anticipative horror lest the apparition mught possilly 
be real, than to an unwavering behef in its reahty. But, in the 
present instance, it Will be seen immediately, that in the minds of 
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the mutineers there was noteven the shadow of a basisupon which 
terest a doubt that the apparition of Rogers was indeed a revivi- 
fication of his disgusting corpse, or at least its spiritual imace. 
The isolated situation of the brig, with its entire inaccessibility 
on account of the gale, contined the apparently possible means 
of deception within such narrow and detinite limits, that they 
must have thought themselves enabled to survey then: all ata 
glance. They had new been at sea twenty four days withoug 
holding more than a speaking communication with any vessel 
whatever. The whole of the erew, too ~—at least all whom they 
had the most remote reason for suspecting to be on board ~ 
were assembled in the cabin, with the exception of Allen, the 
watch, and his gizantie stature (he was six feet six inches 
hayh) was too familiar in ther eyes to permit the notion that 
he was the apparition before them to enter thew minds even 
for anadnstant, Add to these considerations the awe tnspiting 
nature of the temped, and that of the conversation brought 
about by Peters; the deep impression which the loathsomoness 
of the arthal carpee had made ta the morning upon the imagina 
tien of the men; the excellence of the imitation in my person, 
and the uncertain and wavering luht mn which they beheld me, 
as the lire of the cabin lantern, swinging violently to and fro, 
fell dubioushy and titfally upon iy figure, and there will be no 
reason te wonder that the deception had even more than the 
entire effect which we had anticipated. The mate sprang np 
row the mattress on which he was lying, and, without uttering 
ash Hable, fell back stone dead Upon the cabin floor, andl Wits 
hurled tea the leeward dike a log by a heavy roll of the brig. 
Of the remaining seven, there were but three who had at first 
any clegree of presence of mind, The four others sat for some 
time rested apparently to the floor- -the most pitiable objects 
of horror and utter despair my eyes ever encountered. The 
only opposition we experienced at all was from the cook, John 
Haunt, and Richard Parker, but they made but a feeble and 
irresolute defence. The two former were shot instantly by 
Peters, and I felled Parker with a blow on the head from the 
pump handle which Thad brought with me, In the meantime, 
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Augustus seized one of the muskets lying on the floor, and 
shot another mutineer (—— Wilson) through the breast, There 
were now but three remaining; but by this time they had 
become aroused from their lethargy, and perhaps began to see 
that a deception had been practised upon them, for they fought 
with great resolution and fury, and, but for the immense mns- 
cular strength of Petera, might have ultimately got the better 
of us. These three men were Jones, —— Greely, and 
Absalom Hicks. Jones had thrown Augustus on the floor, 
klalbed him in several places along the right arm, and would 
no doubt have soon despatched him (as neither Peters nor 
myself conld immediately get rid of our own antagonists), had 
it not been for the timely aid of a friend, upon whose assistance 
we surely had never depended. This frend was no other than 
Tiger, With a Jow growl, he bounded into the cabin, at a 
most critical moment for Augustus, and throwing himself apon 
Jones, pinned him to the floor nan instant. My friend, how- 
ever, Was now too much injured to render us any aid whatever, 
and J was 50 encumbered with my disguise that J could do but 
little, The dog would not leave his hold upon the threat of 
Jones—Peters, nevertheless, was far more than a match for 
the two men who remained, and would no doubt have de 

kpatehed them svoner had ait not been for the narrow space in 
Which he had to act, and the tremendons lurelies of the vessel 

Presently he was enabled to get hold of a heavy stool, several 
of which lay about the floor, With this he beat out the brains 
of Greely as he was in the act of discharging a musket at me, 
and immediately afterwards a roll of the brig throwing him in 
contact with Hicks, he seized him by the throat, and by dint 
of sheer strength, strangled him instantaneously. Thus, in 
far less time than I have taken to tell it, we found ourselves 
masters of the brig, 

The only person of our opponents who was left alive was 
Richard Parker. This man, it will be remembered, I had 
knocked down with a blow from the pump handle at the com- 
mencement of the attack, He now lay motionless by the 
door of the shattered state room; but upon Peters touching 
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him with his foot he spoke, and entreated for merey. His 
head was only slightly cut, and otherwise he had received no 
injury, having been merely stunned by the blow. He now 
got up, and for the present we seeured his hands behind his 
back. The dog was still growling over Jones, but upon 
examination we found him completely dead, the blead issuing 
in a stream from a deep wound tn the throat, inflicted no 
doubt by the sharp teeth of the animal. 

It was new about one o'clock in the morning, and the wind 
was still blowing tremendously. The brig evidently laboured 
much more than usual, and it became absolutely necessary that 
something should be done with a view of easing her in some 
measure, At almost every roll to leeward she shipped a sea, 
several of which came partially down into the cabin during our 
seule, the hatchway having been left open by myself when | 
descended. The entire range of bulwarks to larboard had been 
swept away, as well as the caboose, tovethor with the jolly bout 
from the counter. The creaking and working of the main- 
tuast, too, ge indication that it was nearly sprung. To make 
room for more stowave in the after-hold, the heel of this mast 
had been stepped between decks (a very reprehensible practice, 
occasionally resorted to by ignorant slipbuilders), so that it 
was in imminent danger of working from its step. But, to 
crown all our difficulties, we plumined the well and found no 
Jeas than seven feet water, 

Leaving the bodies of the crew lying in the cabin, we got to 
work immediately at the pumps — Parker, of course, being set 
at Liberty to assist usin the labour,  Augustus’s arm was bound 
up as well as we could effect it, and he did what he could, but 
that was not much, However, we found that we could just 
manage to keep the leak from gaining upon us by having one 
pump constantly going. As there were only four of us, this 
was severe Jabour; but we endeavonred to keep up our spirits, 
and looked anxtously for daybreak, when we hoped to lighten 
the brig by cutting away the mainmast. 

In this manner we passed a night of terrible anxiety and 
fatizue, and, when the day at length broke, the gale had 
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neither abated in the least, ner were there any signs of its 
abating. We now dragved the bodies on deck and threw 
them overboard. Our next care was to get rid of the main 
mast. The necessary preparations having been made, Peters 
cut away at the mast (having found axes in the cabin), while 
the rest of us stood by the stays and lanyards. As the briz 
gave a tremendous lee lurch, the word was given to cut away 
the weather-lanyards ; which being done, the whole mass of 
wood and rigging plunged into the sea clear of the brig, and 
withont doing any material injury. We now found that the 
vessel did not labour quite as much as befere, but our situation 
was still exceedingly precamous, and, in spite of the utmost 
exertions, we could not gain upon the leak without the aid of 
both pumps. Phe little axsistance which Augustus could render 
Us Was not really of any nmportance, To add to our distress, 
a heavy sea, strihing the brig to windward, threw her off 
several points from the wind, and before she could regain het 
position another broke completely over her, and hurled her 
fall upon her beamends, Phe ballast now shifted in a mass 
to leeward (the stowape had been knocking about perfeetly at 
Tandom for some time), and for a few moments we thought 
nothing could save us from capsizing, Presently, however, we 
partially righted, but the ballast: stall retaining: its place to 
larboard, we lay so much along that it was useless to think of 
working the pumps, which, indeed, we could not have done 
much longer in any case, as our hands were entirely raw with 
the excessive labour we had undergone, and were bleeding in 
the most horrible manner, 

contrary to Parker's advice, we now proceeded to cut away 
the foremast, and at length accomplished it after much ditliculty, 
owing to the position in which we lay. In gomyg overboard, the 
wreck took with it the bowsprit, and left us a complete hulk. 

So far we had had reason to rejoice in the escape of our long- 
boat, which had received no damage from any of the huge seas 
Which had come on board. But we had not long to congratulate 
ourselves ; for, the foremast having gone, and of course the 
foresail with it, by which the brig had been steadied every 
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sea now made a complete breach over us, and in five minutes 
our deck was swept from stem to stern, the long-beat and 
starbourd bulwarks torn off, and even the windlass shattered 
inte fragments, It was indeed hardly possible for us to be in 
a mere pitiable condition. 

At noon there seemed to be some shght appearance of the 
gale’s abating but in this we were sadly disappointed, for it 
only lulled for a few minutes to blow with redoubled fury. 
About four in the afternoon it was utterly impossible to stand 
up against the violence of the blast; and as the night closed 
in upon us, Po had not a shadow of hope that the vessel would 
hold together until morning. 

By midnight we had settled very deep in the water, which 
was now up te the orlop deck. ‘The rudder went soon after 
wards, the sea which tore it away lifting the after portion of 
the brig entirely from the water, against whieh she thamped 
in her deseent with such a concussion as would be occasioned 
by going ashore, We had all ecaleulited that the rudder 
would heat ats own to the last, as it was untsually strong, 
being rigged as Phave never seen one rigzed either before or 
since, Down ats main timber there ran a succession of stout 
iron hooks, and others in the same manner down the stern-post, 
Through these hooks there extended a very thick wrought iron 
rod, the rudder being thus held to the stern post, and swinging 
freely on the rod. The tremendous force of the sea which tore tt 
off may be cstimated by the fact that the hooks in the stern post, 
which ran entirely through it, beini clinched on the inside, 
were drawn every one of them completely out of the solid wood, 

We had scarcely time to draw breath after the violence of 
this shock, when one of the most tremendous waves [ had then 
ever kuown broke right on board of us, sweeping the com- 
penion way efear off, bursting in the hatchways, and filling 
every inch of the vessel with water, 
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CTTAPTER IX, 


LUCKILY, just before night, all four of us had lashed ourselses 
firmly to the fragments of the windlass, lying in this manner 
ax flat upon the deck as po-sible. This precaution alone saved 
us from destruction. As it was, we were all more or Jess 
stunned by the immense weight of water which tumbled upon 
us, and which did net roll from above us untd we were nearly 
exhausted, As noon as T could recover breath, T called aloud 
tommy companions, Angustus alone replied, saving, “Tt ts all 
over with us, aud may God have merey upon our sons.” By 
and by both the others were enabled to speak, when th y 
exhorted us to take courage, as there was still hope; it being 
Tnpossible from the natare of the eargo that the brig could go 
down, and there being every chance that the gale would blow 
over bythe morning. ‘These words inspired me with new life ; 
for, strange as it mayeseem, although it was obvions that a 
vessel with a cargo of empty oil easks would uot sink, 1 had 
been hitherto so confused ino mind as to have overlooked this 
consideration altogether, and the danzer whieh f had for some 
time regarded as the most Imminent was that of foundering, As 
hope revived within me, TE made use of every opportunity to 
strengthen the lashings which held me to the remains of the 
Windlass, and in this occupation 1] soon discovered that my 
companions were also busy. The night was as dark as it could 
possibly be, and the horrible shricking din and coufusion which 
surrounded us it is useless to attempt describing, Our deck 
Jay devel with the sea, or rather we were encircled with a 
towertng ridge of foam, a portion of which swept over us 
every Instant, Tt as not teo much to say that our heads were 
not fairly out of water more than one second in three.  Al- 
though we luy clase together, no one of us could see the other, 
or indeed any portion of the brig itself upon which we were 
so tempestuoush huled about. At intervals we culled one to 
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the other, thus endeavouring to keep alive hope, and render 
consolation and encouragement to such of us as stood most in 
need of at. The feeble condition of Augustus made him an 
object of solieitade with us all; and as, from the lacerated 
condition of his mght arm, it must have been impossible for 
him to secure his lashings with any degree of firmness, we 
Were In momentary expectation of finding that he had cone 
overboard, vet te render him aid was a thing altogether out of 
the question, Fortunately, his station was more secure than 
that of any of the rest of us; for the upper part of his body 
lying jast beneath a portion of the shattered windlass, the seas 
as they tumbled in upon him were greatly broken in their 
violence. Tn any ether situation than thts (inte whieh he had 
heen accidentally thrown after having lashed himsclf in avery 
exposed spot) he must inevitably have perished before morning. 
Owing to the brig’s lying so much along, we were all less liable 
to be washed off than otherwise would dave heen the ease, 
The heed, as bE have before stated, Was fo Lathan, shout one 
half ot the deck being constantly under water, Tho seas 
therefore which strack us to starboard were much broken by 
the vessels side, only reaching us in fragments as we lay flat 
on our faces, while those which came from larboard, being 
what are called back-water seas, and obtaining little hold upon 
us on account of onr posture, had not suffietent foree to drag 
Us from our fastenin.rs, 

In this frihtful situation we lay until the day broke s0 a8 
to show us more fully the horrors which sucreunded us. The 
brig was a mere low, rolling about at the mercy of every wave ; 
the gale was upon the increase if anything, blowing indeed 
a complete hurneane, and there appeared to us no earthly 
prospect of deliverance. For several hours we held on in 
silence, expecting every moment that our lashings would 
either vive way, that the remains of the windla-s would go by 
the board, or that some of the huge seas which roared in every 
direction around us and above us would drive the hulk to far 
beneath the water that we should be drowned before it could 
regain the surface. Ly the mercy of God, however, we were 


272 THE NARRATIVE OF 


preserved from these imminent dangers, and about midday 
were cheered by the light of the blessed sun. Shortly 
afterwards we could perceive a sensible diminution in the 
force of the wind, when, now for the first time since the latter 
part of the evening before, Augustus spoke, asking Peters, 
who lay closest to him, if he thought there was any possibility 
of our being saved. As no reply was at first made to this 
question, we all coueluded that the hybrid had been drowned 
where he lay; but presently, to our great joy, he spoke, 
although very feebly, saying that he was in great pain, being 
so cut by the tightness of his lashings across the stomach, that 
he must either find means of loosening them or perish, as it 
was impossible that he could endure his misery mach Jonger. 
This occasioned us great distress, as it was altovether useless 
to think of aiding dim in any manner while the sea continued 
washing over us as it did. We exhorted him to bear his 
sufferings with fortitude, and promised to seize the first 
opportunity which should offer itself to relieve him, He 
replied that it would soon be too late; that it would be all 
over with him before we could help hina; and then, after 
moaning for some minutes, lay silent, when we concladed that 
he had perished. 

As the evening drew on, the sea had fallen se much that 
scarcely more than one wave broke over the hulk from 
windward in the course of five minutes, and the wind had 
abated a great deal, although still blowing a severe gale. T 
had not heard any of my companions speak for hours, and now 
edled to Augustus, He rephed, although very feebly, so that 
] could not distinguish what he said. I then spoke to Peters 
and to Parker, neither of whom returned any answer. 

Shortly after this period T fell mto a state of partial 
insensibility, during which the most pleasing Images Hoated 
in my imagination; such as green trees, waving meadows of 
ripe grain, processions of dancing-girls, troops of cavalry, and 
other phantasies. To now remember that in all which passed 
before my mind's eye, motion was a predominant idea. Thus 
Tonever fancied any stationary object, such as a house, a 
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mountain, or anything of that kind, but windmills, ships, larye 
birds, hlloons, people on horseback, carriages driving furiously, 
and similar moving objects presented themselves in’ endless 
succession. When [I recovered from this state, the sun was, 
as near as I could guess, an hour high. [had the greatest 
dificulty in brinzing to recallection the various circumstances 
connected with my situation, and for some time remained 
hrialy convinerd that Twas still in the hold of the brig, near 
the box, and that the body of Parker was that of Tiger. 

When Tat length completely came to my senses, TP found 
that the wind blew no more than a moderate breeze, and that 
the sea was comparatively calm, so much so that it) only 
washed over the brig amidships. My deft arm had broken 
logse from its Jashines, and was much eut about the elbow ; 
my riht was entirely benumbed, and the hand and wrist 
swollen prodigiously by the pressure of the rope, which had 
worked from the shoulder downward. [To owas also in’ great 
pain from another rope which went about my waist, and had 
been drawn to an insufferable degree of tightness. Looking 
round upen fay companions, [saw that Peters still lived, 
although a thick line was pulled go forcibly around his lois 
aste give him the appearance of being ent nearly in two; as I 
stirred he made a feeble motion to me with his hand, pointing 
tu the repe. Augustus gave no indieation of life whatever, 
and was bent nearly double across a splinter of the windlass. 
Parker spoke tome when he saw me moving, and asked me of 
Thad not sufictent streneth to release him) from his situation, 
saying, that Wf To would stammon up what spirits TP could, and 
contrive to untie bin, we might yet save our lives, but that 
otherwise we must all perish. PT told dim to take courage and 
I would endeavour to free him. | Feeling in my pantaloons 
pocket, I got held of my penknife, and, after several ineffectual 
uttempts, at length suceeeded tn opening it. T then, with my 
left hand, managed to free ny right from its fastenings, and 
afterwards cut the other ropes which held me. Upon attempt- 
inv, however, to move from my position, I found that my legs 
failed me altos ther, and that T could not get up, neither could 
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I move my right arm in any direction. Upon mentioning 
this to Parker, he advised me to lie quiet for a few minutes 
holding on to the windlass with my left hand, so as to allow 
time for the blood to circulate. Doing thia, the numbnes: 
presently began to dic away, so that I could move first one o 
my legs and then the other, and shortly afterwards I regaine 
the partial use of my right arm. I now crawled with grea! 
caution towards Parker without getting on my legs, and soor 
cut loose all the lashings about him, when, after a short delay 
he also recovered the partial use of his limbs. We now lost 
no time in getting loose the rope from Peters. It had cut ¢ 
deep pash through the waistband of his woollen pantaloons anc 
through two shirts, and inale its way into his groin, fron 
which the blood flowed out copiously a» we removed the 
cordage. No sooner had we removed it, however, than he 
spoke, and seemed to experience instant relief—being able te 
move with much greater case than either Parker or myself— 
this was no doubt owing to the discharge of blood, 

We had little hope that Augustus would recover, as ire 
evinced no signs of life, but, upon getting to him, we dis 
covered that he had merely swooned from loss of blood, the 
bandages we had placed around his wounded arm having beet 
torn off hy the water; none of the ropes which held him tc 
the windlass were drawn. sufficiently tight to occasion hit 
death. Having relieved him from the fastenings, and got hin 
dear of the broken wood about the windlass, we secured hin 
in a dry place to windward, with his head somewhat lowe) 
than his body, and al) three of us }nsied ourselves in chafins 
his limbs. In about half an hour he came to himeelf, althougt 
it was not until the next morning that he pave signs of re 
cognising any of us, or had sufficient strength to speak. By 
the time we had thus got clear of our lashings it was quit 
dark, and it began to cloud up, so that we were again in tht 
greatest agony lest it should come on to blow hard, in whicl 
event nothing could have saved us from perishing, exhaustec 
as we were. By good fortune it continued very moderates 
during the night, the sea subsiding every minute, which gave 
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us grat hopes of ultimate preservation. A gentle breeze still 
blew from the N.W., but the weather was not at all cold. 
Augustus was lashed carcfully to windward in such a manner 
as to prevent him from slipping overboard with the rolls of tho 
vessel, as he was still too weak to hold on at all. For our. 
selves there was no such necessity. We sat close together, 
supporting each other with the aid of the broken ropes about 
the windlass, and devising methods of escape from our frightful 
situation, We derived much comfort from taking off our 
clothes and ringing the water from them. When we put 
them on after this they felt remarkably warm and pleasant, 
and served to invigorate us in no hittle degree, We helped 
Augustus off with his, and wrung them for him, when he 
experienced the same comfort. 

Our cluef sufferings were now those of hunger and thirst, 
and when we looked forward to the means of relief in’ this 
respect our hearts sunk within us, and we were tnduced to 
regret that we had escaped the less dreadtul perils of the sea, 
We endeavoured, however, to console ourselves with the hope 
of being epeedily picked up by some vessel, and encouraged 
each other to bear with fortitude the cvils that mizht happen 

The morning of the fourteenth at length dawned, and the 
weather still continued Gear and pleasant, with a steady but 
very hight breeze from the N.W. The sea was now quite 
smooth, and as, from some cause which we could not deter- 
mine, the boy did not le so much along as she had dono 
before, the deck was comparatively dry, and we could move 
about with freedom. We had now been better than three 
entire days and myhts without either food or drink, and it 
became absolutely necessary that we should make an attempt 
to vet up sumething from below. As the brig was completely 
full of water we went to this work despondingly, and with 
but little expectation of being able to obtain anything. We 
made a kind of drag by driving some nails which we broke 
out from the remains of the companion-hatch into two pieces 
of wood. Tying these across each other, and fastening them 
to the end of a rope, we thiew them into the cabin, and dragged 
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them to and fro in the faint hope of being thus able to entangle 
some article which might be of use to us for food, or which 
might at least render us assistance in getting it. We spent 
the greater part of the morning In this labour without effect, 
fishing up nothing more than a few bedclothes which were 
readily canght by the nails. Indeed, our contrivance was so 
very cluinsy that any greater success was hardly to be anti 
cipated. 

We now tricd the forecastle, but equally in vain, and were 
upon the brink of despair, when Peters proposed that we 
should fasten a rope to his body, and let him make an attempt 
to getup something by diving into the cabin. This proposi- 
tion we hailed with all the delight which reviving hope could 
inspire. He proceeded immediately to strip off his clothes 
with the exception of his pantaloons ; and a strong rope was 
then carefully fastened around his middle, being brought up 
over his shoulders in sucha manner that there was no pes- 
sibility of its shipping. The undertaking was one of preat 
difficulty and danger ; for, as we could hardly expect to find 
much, if any, provision in the cabin itself, it was necessary that 
the diver, after letunyg himeclf down, should make a turn to 
the right, and proceed under water a distance of ten or twelve 
feet, Ina narrow paarsage, to the storeroom, and return with- 
out drawing breath. 

Everything being ready, Peters now descended into the 
cabin, going down the companion ladder until the water 
reached his chin, He then plunged in, head first, turning to 
the right as he plunged, and endeavouring to make his way to 
the storeroom. In this first attempt, however, he was alto- 
gether unsuccessful. In Jess than half a minute after his going 
down we felt the rope jerked violently (the signal we had 
avreed upon when he desired to be drawn up). We accord- 
ingly drew him up instantly, but so incautiously as to bruise 
him badly against the ladder. He had brought nothing with 
him, and had been unable to penetrate more than a very little 
Way into the passage, owing to the constant exertions he found 
it necessary to make in order to keep hunself from floating up 
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acainst the deck. Upon getting out, he was very much ex- 
hausted, and had to rest full fifteen minutes before he could 
amin venture to descend. 

The second attempt met with even worse snecess ; for he 
remained so long under water without giving the signal, that, 
becoming alarmed for his safety, we drew him out without it, 
and found that he was almost at the last gasp, having, as he 
said, repeatedly jerked at the rope without our feeling it, This 
Was probably owing to a portion of it having become entangled 
in the balustrade at the foot of the ladder. This balustrade 
was, Indeed, ao much in the way that: we determined to remove 
it if possible before proceeding with our destgn, As we had 
no means of getting it away except by main force, we all 
descended inte the water as far as we eould on the ladder, and 
giving a pollagainst it with our united streneth, succeeded in 
breaking at down. 

The third attempt was equally unsuceessfal with the first 
tue andat now became evident that uothine could) be done 
In this manner without the aid of some weight with whieh the 
diver might steady himself, and keep to the floor of the cabin 
while making his search, For a long time we looked about in 
vain for something which might answer this purpose, but at 
length to our vreat joy we discovered one of the weather-fore- 
chains so loose that we had not the beast difficulty in wrenching 
tool Tlaving fastened this securely to one of his ankles, 
Peters new made dis fourth descent into the eabin, and. this 
time succeeded in making his way to the door of the steward’s 
room, “To hts tinexpressible grief, hawever, he found it locked, 
and was oblived to return without effecting an entrance, as, 
with the greatest exertion, he could remain under water not 
more, at the utmost extent, than a single minute. Our affairs 
now looked gloomy indeed, and neither Augustus nor myself 
could refrain from bursting into tears, as we thought of the 
host of ditheultivs whieh encompassed us, and the slight pro- 
babilky which existed of our finally making an escape. But 
this weakness was not of long duration. Throwing ourselves 
on our knees to God, we innplored His aid in the many dangers 
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which beset us, and arose with renewed hope and vigour to 
think what could yet be done by mortal means towards accom- 
plishing our deliverance. 


CHAPTER X., 


SHORTLY afterwards an incident occurred which I am induced 
to look upon as more intensely productive of emotion, as far 
more replete with the extremes first of delight and then of 
horror, than even any of the thousand chances which afterwards 
bef]l me in nine long years, crowded with events of the most 
startling, and, in many cases, of the most unconceived and 
unconceivable character. We were lying on the deck, near 
the companion-way, and debating the possibility of yet making 
our way into the storeroom, when, looking towards Augustus, 
who lay fronting myself, I perceived that he had become all at 
once deadly pale, and that his lips were quivering in the most 
singular and unaccountable manner. Greatly alarmed, I spoke 
to him, but he made me no reply, and I was beginning to 
think that he was suddenly taken 11], when I took notice of 
his eyes, which were glaring apparently at some object behind 
me. I turned my head, and shall never forget the ecstatic joy 
which thrilled through every particle of my frame when I 
perceived a large brig bearing down upon us, and not more 
than a couple of miles off. I sprang to my feet as if a musket 
bullet had suddenly struck me to the heart; and, stretching 
out my arms in the direction of the vessel, stood in this 
manner, motionless, and unable to articulate asyllable. Peters 
and Parker were equally affected, although in different ways. 
The former danced about the deck like a madman, uttering the 
most extravagant rhodomontades, interming)d with howls and 
imprecations, while the latter burst into tears, and continued, 
for many minutes weeping lke a child. 
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The vessel in sight was a large hermaphrodite brig, of a 
Dutch build, and painted black, with a tawdry gilt figurehead. 
She had evidently seen a good deal of rough weather, and we 
supposed had suffered much in the gale which had proved so 
disastrous to ourselves, for her foretopmast was gone, and some 
of her starboard bulwarks. When we first saw her she was, 
as I have already said, about two miles off and to windward, 
bearing down upon us. The breeze was very gentle, and 
what astonished us chiefly was that she had no other sails set 
than her foresail and mainsail, with a flying jib—of course she 
came down but slowly, and our impatience amounted nearly 
to frenzy. The awkward manner in which sho steered, too, 

ras remarked by all of us, even excited as we were. She 
yawed about so considerably, that once or twice we thought 
it impossible she could sce us, or imagined that, having seen us, 
and discovered no person on board, she was about to tack and 
make off in another direction. Upon each of these occasions wo 
screamed and shouted at the top of our voices, when the stranger 
would appear to change for a moment her intention, and again 
hold on towards us—this singular conduct being repeated two 
or three times, so that at last we could think of no other 
manner of accounting for it than by supposing the helmsman 
to be in liquor. 

No person was seen upon her decks until she arrived within 
ahout a quarter of a mile of us. We then saw three seamen, 
whom by their dress we took to be Hollanders. ‘Two of these 
were lying on some old sails near the forecastle, and the third, 
who appeared to be looking at us with great curiosity, was 
Jeaning over the starboard bow near the bowsprit. This last 
was a stout and tall man, with a very datk skin. Ile seemed 
by his manner to be encouraging us to have patience, nodding 
tv us in a cheerful although rather odd way, and smiling con- 
stantly, so as to display a set of the most brilliantly white 
teeth. As his vessel drew nearer, we saw a red flannel cap 
which he had on fall from his head into the water, but of 
this he took little or no notice, continuing his odd smiles 
and gesticulations. I relate these things and circumstances 
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minutely, and I relate them, it must be understood, precisely 
as they appeared to us. 

The brig came on slowly, and now more steadily than before, 
and—I cannot speak calmly of this event—our hearts leaped 
up wildly within us, and we poured out our whole souls in 
shouts and thanksgivings to God for the complete, unexpected, 
and glorious deliverance that was so palpably at hand. Of a 
sudden, and all at once, there came wafted over the ocean from 
the strange vessel (which was now close upon us) a smell, a 
stench, such as the whole world has no name for—no concep- 
tion of—hellish—utterly suffocating—insufferable, inconceiv- 
able. I gasped for breath, and turning to my companions 
perceived that they were paler than marble. But we had now 
no time left for question or surmise—the brig was within fifty 
fect of us, and it seemed to be her intention to run under our 
counter, that we might board her without her putting out a 
hoat. We rushed aft, when, suddenly, a wide yaw threw her 
off full five or six points from the course she had been running, 
and as she passed under our stern at the distance of about 
twenty fect we hada full view of her decks. Shall I ever 
forget the triple horror of that spectacle? Twenty-five or 
thirty human bodies, among whom were several females, lay 
scattered about between the counter and the galley in the last 
and most loathsome state of putrefaction. We plainly saw 
that not a soul lived in that fated vessel! Yet we could not 
help shouting to the dead for help! Yes, long and loudly did 
we beg, in the agony of the moment, that those silent and dis- 
gusting images would stay for us, would not abandon us to 
become like them, would receive us among their goodly com- 
pany! We were raving with horror and despair—thoroughly 
mad through the anguish of our grievous disappointment. 

As our first loud yell of terror broke forth it was replied to 
hy something from near the bowsprit of the stranger, so closely 
resembling the scream of a human voice that the nicest ear 
might have been startled and deceived. At this instant 
another sudden yaw brought the region of the forecastle for a 
moment into view, and we beheld at once the origin of the 
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sound. We saw the tall stout figure still leaning on the bulwark, 
and still nodding his head to and fro, but his face was now 
turned from us so that we could not behold it. Tis arms were 
extended over the rail, and the palms of his hands fell outward. 
His knees were lodged upon a stout rope, tightly stretched, 
and reaching from the heel of the bowsprit to a cathead. On 
his back, from which a portion of the shirt had been torn, 
leaving it bare, there sat a huge sea-cull, busily gorging itself 
with the horrible flesh, its bill and talons deep buried, and its 
white plumage spattered all over with blood. As the brig 
moved farther round so as to bring us close in view, the bird, 
with much apparent difficulty, drew out its crimsoned head, 
and, after eyeing us for a moment as if stupefied, arose lazily 
from the body upon which it had been feasting, and {lying 
directly above our deck hovered there a while with a portion of 
clotted and liver like substance in it~ beak. The horrid morsel 
dropped at length with a sullen splash immediately at the feet 
of Parker, May God forgive me, but now, for the first. time, 
there flashed through my mind a thought, a thought which I 
will not mention, and I felt myself making a step towards the 
ensanguined spot. I looked upward, and the eyes of Augustus 
met my own with a degree of intense and eager meaning which 
iinmediately brought me to my senses. I sprang forward 
quickly, and with a deep shudder threw the frightful thing into 
the sea, 

The body from which it had been taken, resting as it did 
upon the rope, had been easily swayed to and fro by the 
exertions of the carnivorous bird, and it was this motion which 
had at first impressed us with the belief of its being alive. As 
the gull relieved it of its weight, it swung round and fell 
partially over, so that the face was fully discovered. Never, 
surely, was any object so terribly full of awe! The eyes were 
gone, and the whole flesh around the mouth, leaving the teeth 
utterly naked. This, then, was the smile which had cheered 
us on to hope! this the— but I forbear. The brig, as I have 
already told, passed under our stern, and made its way slowly 
but steadily to leeward. With her and with her tcrrible crew 
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went all our gay visions of deliverance and joy. Deliberately as 
she went by, we might possibly have found means of boarding 
her, had not our sudden disappointment, and the appalling 
nature of the discovery which accompanied it, laid entirely 
prostrate every active faculty of mind and body. We had 
seen and felt, but we could neither think nor act until, alas! 
too late. How much our intellects had been weakened by this 
incident may be estimated by the fact that when the vessel 
had proceeded so far that we could perceive no more than the 
half of her hull, the proposition was seriously entertained of 
attempting to overtake her by swimming ! 

I have since this period vainly endeavoured to obtain some 
clue to the hideous uncertainty which envcloped the fate of 
the stranger. Her build and gencral appearance, as I have 
before stated, led us to the belief that she was a Dutch trader, 
and the diesses of the crew also sustained this opinion. We 
might have easily seen the name upon her stern, and indeed 
taken other observations which would have guided us in making 
out her character, but the intense excitement of the moment 
blinded us to everything of that nature. From the saffron- 
like hue of such of the corpses as were not entirely decayed, 
we concluded that the whole of her company had perished by 
the yellow fever, or some other virulent disease of the same 
fearful kind. If such were the case (and I know not what else 
to imagine), death, to judge from the positions of the bodies, 
must have come upon them in a manner awfully sudden and 
overwhelming, in a way totally distinct from that which gene- 
rally characterizes even the most deadly pestilences with which 
mankind are acquainted. It is possible, indeed, that poison, 
accidentally introduced into some of their sea-stores, may have 
brought about the disaster; or that the eating some unknown 
venomous species of fish, or other marine animal, or oceanic 
bird, might have induced it—but it is utterly useless to form 
conjectures where all is involved, and will, no doubt, remain 
for ever involved in the most appalling and unfathomable 
mystery. 
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CHAPTER XI. 


We spent the remainder of the day in a condition of stupid 
lethargy, gazing after tho retreating vessel until the darkness, 
hiding her from our sight, recalled us in some measure to our 
senses. The pangs of hunger and thirst then returned, ab- 
sorbing all other cares and considerations, Nothing, however, 
could be done until the morning, and securing ourselves as well 
as possible, we endeavoured to snatch a little repose. In this 
I succeeded beyond my expectations, sleeping until my com- 
panions, who had not been so fortunate, aroused me at daybreak 
to 1enew our attempts at getting up provision from the hull. 

It was now a dead calm, with the sea as smooth as I have 
ever known it—the weather warm and pleasant, The brig was 
out of sight. Wecommenced our operations by wrenching off, 
with some trouble, another of the forechains, and hay ing fastened 
both to Peters’ feet, he again made an endeavour to reach the 
door of the storeroom, thinking it possible that he might be 
able to force it open, provided he could get at it in suflicient 
time ; and this he hoped to do, as the hulk lay much more 
steadily than before. 

He succeeded very quickly in reaching the door, when, 
loosening one of the chains from his ankle, he made every 
exertion to force a passage with it, but in vain, the framework 
of the room being far stronger than was anticipated. He was 
quite exhausted with his long stay under water, and it became 
absolutely necessary that some other one of us should take 
his place. For this service Parker immediately volunteered ; 
but, after making three ineffectual efforts, found that he could 
never even succeed in getting near the door. The condition of 
Augustus’s wounded arm rendered it useless for him to attempt 
going down, as he would be unable to force the room open 
should he reach it, and it accordingly now devolved upon me 
to excrt myself for our common deliverance. 
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Peters had left one of the chains in the passage, and I found, 
upon plunging m, that 1 had not sufficient balance to keep me 
firmly down. I determined, therefore, to attempt no more in 
my first effort than merely to recover the other chain. In 
groping along the floor of the passae for this I felt a hard 
substance, which I immediately grasped, not having time to 
ascertain what it was, but returning and ascending instantly to 
the surface. The prize proved to be a bottle, and our joy may 
be conceived when I say that it was found to be full of port 
wine. Giving thanks to God for this timely and cheering 
assistance, we immediately drew the cork with my penknife, 
and, each taking a moderate sup, felt the most indescribable 
comfort from the warmth, strength, and spirits with which it 
inspired us. We then carefully recorked the bottle, and by 
means of a handkerchief swung it in such a manner that there 
was no possibility of its getting broken. 

Having rested a while after this fortunate discovery, I again 
descended, and now recovered the chain, with which I instantly 
came up. I then fastened it on and went down for the third 
time, when I became fully satisfied that no exertions whatever 
in that situation would enable ine to foree open the door of 
the storeroom. I therefore returned in despair. 

There seemed now to be no longer any room for hope, and 
I could pereeive in the countenances of my companions that 
they had made up their minds to perish. The wine had evi- 
dently produced in them a species of delirium, which, perhaps, 
] had been prevented from feeling by the immersion I had 
undergone since drinking it. They talked incoherently, and 
about matters unconnected with our condition, Peters repeatedly 
asking me questions about Nantucket. Augustus, too, I re- 
member, approached me with a serious air, and requested me 
to lend him a pocket comb, as his hair was full of fish-scales, 
and he wished to get them out before going on shore. Parker 
appeared somewhat less affected, and urged me to dive at 
random into the cabin, and bring up any article which might 
come to hand. To this I consented, and in the first attempt, 
after staying under a full minute, brought up a small leather 
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trunk belonging to Captain Barnard. This was immediately 
opened, in the faint hope that it might contain something to 
eat or drink. We found nothing, however, except a box of 
razors and two linen shirts. I now went down again, and 
returned without any success. As my head came above water 
I heard a crash on deck, and upon getting up saw that my 
companions had ungratefully taken advantage of my absence 
to drink the remainder of the wine, having let the bottle fall 
in the endeavour to replace it before I saw them. I remon- 
strated with them on the heartlessness of their conduct, when 
Augustus burst into tears. The other two endeavoured to 
laugh the matter off as a joke, but I hope never again to behold 
laughter of such a species: the distortion of countenance was 
absolutely frightful. Indeed, it was apparent that the stimulus, 
in the empty state of their stomachs, had taken instant and 
violent effect, and that they were all exceedingly intoxicated. 
With great difficulty I prevailed upon them to lie down, when 
they fell very soon into a heavy slumber, accompanied with 
loud stertorous breathing. 

I now found myself, as it were, alone in the brig, and my 
reflections, to be sure, were of the most fearful and gloomy 
nature. No prospect offered itself to my view but a lingering 
death by famine, or, at the best, by being overwhelmed in the 
first gale which should spring up ; for in our present exhausted 
condition we could have no hope of living through another. 

The gnawing hunger which I now experienced was nearly 
insupportable, and I felt myself capable of going to any lengths 
in order to appease it. With my knife I cut off a small portion 
of the leather trunk, and endeavoured tu cat it, but found it 
utterly impossible to swallow a single morsel, although I fancied 
that sume little alleviation of my suffering was obtained by 
chewing small pieces of it and spitting them out. Towards 
night my companions awoke, one by one, each in an indescrib- 
able state of weakness and horror, brought on by the wine, 
whose fumes had now evaporated. They shook as if with a 
violent ague, and uttered the most lamentable cries for water. 
Their condition affected me in the most lively degree, at the 
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altogether rational, although full of the most intense despair. 
It is possible, however, that my companions may have enter- 
tained the same opinion of their own condition as I did of 
mine, and that I may have unwittingly been guilty of the 
same extravagances and imbecilitics as themselves—this is a 
matter which cannot be determined. 

About noon Parker declared that he saw land off the lar- 
board quarter, and it was with the utmost difficulty I could 
restrain him from plunging into the sea with the view of 
swimming towards it. Peters and Augustus took little notice 
of what he said, being apparently wrapped up in moody 
contemplation. Upon looking in the direction pointed out, 
I could not perceive the faintest appearance of the shore— 
indeed, I was too well aware that we were far from any 
land to indulge in a hope of that nature. It was a long time, 
nevertheless, before I could convince Parker of his mistake. 
He then burst into a flood of tears, weeping like a child, with 
Joud cries and sobs, for two or three hours, when, becoming 
exhausted, he fell asleep. 

Peters and Augustus now made several ineffectual efforts to 
swallow portions of the leather. I advised them to chew it 
and spit it out; but they were too excessively debilitated to 
be able to follow my advice. I continued to chew pieces of 
it at intervals, and found some relief from so doing ; my chicf 
distress was for water, and I was only prevented from taking 
a draught from the sea by remembering the horrible conse- 
quences which thus have resulted to others who were similarly 
situated with ourselves. 

The day wore ou in this manner, when I suddenly discovered 
a sail to the eastward, and on our Jarboard bow. She appeared 
to be a large ship, and was coming nearly athwart us, being 
probably twelve or fifteen miles distant. None of my com- 
panions had as yet discovered her, and I forbore to tell them 
of her for the present, lest we might again be disappointed of 
relief. At length, upon her getting nearer, I saw distinctly 
that she was heading immediately for us, with her light sails 
filled. I could now contain myself no longer, and pointed her 
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out to my fellow sufferers. They immediately sprang to their 
feet, again indulving in the most extravagant demonstrations 
of joy, weeping, laughing in an idiotic manner, Jumping, stamp- 
ing upon the deck, tearing their hair, and praying and cursing 
by turns. I was so affected by their conduct, as well as by 
what I now considered a sure prospect of deliverance, that I 
could not refrain from joining in with their madness, and gave 
way to the impulses of my gratitude and eestasy by lying and 
rolling on the deck, clapping my hands, shouting, and other 
similar acts, until I was suddenly called to my recollection, 
and once more to the extreme of human misery and despair, 
by perceiving the ship all at once with her stern fully pre- 
sented towards us, and steering ina direction neatly opposite 
to that in which I had at first perecived her. 

It was some timo before T eowld induce my poor companions 
to believe that this sad reverse in our prospects had actually 
taken place. They replied to all my assertions with a stare 
and a gesture limplying that they were not to be deceived 
by such misrepresentations, The eonduct of Augustus most 
sensibly affected me. In spite of all 1 could say or do to the 
contrary, he persisted in saying that the ship was rapidly 
neaing us, and in making preparations to go on board of her. 
Some sea-weed floating by the brig, he maintained that it was 
the ship’s boat, and endeavoured to throw httaself upon it, 
howling and shrieking in the most heartrending manner, when 
1 forcibly restrained him frum thus casting Iimsclf into the 
sea. 

Having become in somo degree pacified, we continued to 
watch the ship until we finally lost sight of her, the weather 
becoming hazy, with a light breeze springing up. As soon as 
she was entirely gone, Parker turned suddenly towards me with 
an expression of countenance which made me shudder. There 
was about him an air of self-possession which I had not noticed 
in him until now, and before he opened his lips my heart 
told me what he would say. He proposed, in a few words, 
that one of us should dic to preserve the existence of the 


others, 
T 
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CHAPTER XII. 


I HAD for some time past dwelt upon the prospect of our being 
reduced to this last horrible extremity, and had secretly made 
up my mind to suffer death in any shape or under any circum- 
stances rather than resort to such a course. Nor was this resolu- 
tion in any degree weakened by the present intensity of hunger 
under which I laboured. The proposition had not been heard 
by either Peters or Augustus, I therefore took Parker aside ; 
and mentally praying to God for power to dissuade him from 
the horrible purpose he entertained, I expostulated with hii 
for a long time, and in the most supplicating manner, begging 
him in the name of everything which he held sacred, and 
urging him by every species of argument which the extremity 
of the case suggested, to abandon the idea, and not to mention 
it to either of the other two. 

He heard all ] said without attempting to controvert any of 
my arguments, and [ had begun toe hope that he would be pre- 
vailed upon to do as I desired. But when I had ceased speaking, 
he said that he knew very well all J had said was tiue, and 
that to resurt to such a course was the most horrible alterna- 
tive which could enter into the mind of man; but that he had 
now held out as long ag human nature could be sustained; that 
it was unnecessary for all to perish, when, by the death of one, 
it was possible, and even probable, that the rest might be finally 
preserved ; adding that I might save myself the trouble of 
trying to turn him from his purpose, his mind having been 
thoroughly made up on the subject even before the appearance 
of the ship, and that only her heaving in sight had prevented 
him from mentioning his intention at an earlier period. 

I now begged him, if he would not be prevailed upon to 
abandon his design, at least to defer it for another day, when 
some vessel might come to our relief; again reiterating every 
argumcnt I could devise, and which I thought likely to have 
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influence with one of his rough nature. He said, in reply, 
that he had not spoken until the very last possible moment ; 
that he could exist no longer without sustenance of some kind; 
and that therefore in another day his suggestion would be too 
late, as regarded himself at least. 

Finding that he was not to be moved by anything I could 
say in a mild tone, I now assumed a different demeanour, and 
told him that he must be aware I had suffered less than any 
of us from our calamities ; that my health and strength, con- 
sequently, were at that moment tar better than his own, or 
than that either of Peters or Augustus ; in short, that I was 
in a condition to have my own way by force if I found it 
necessary; and that, if he attempted in any manner to 
acquaint the others with his bloody and cannibal designs, [ 
would not hesitate to throw him into the sea. Upon this he 
immediately seized me by the throat, and drawing a knife, 
made several ineffectual efforts to stab me in the stomach ; an 
atrocity which his excessive debility alone prevented him from 
accomplishing. In the meantime, being roused to a high pitch 
of anver, I forced him to the vessel’s side, with the full inten- 
tion of throwing him overboard. He was saved from this 
fite, however, by the interference of Peters, who now 
approached and separated us, asking the cause of the dis- 
turbance. This Parker told before 1 could find means in 
any manner to prevent him, 

The effect of his words was even more terrible than what I 
had anticipated. Both Augustus and Peters, who, it seems, 
had long secretly entertained the same fearful idea which 
Parker had been merely the first to broach, joined with him 
in his design, and insisted upon its immediately being carried 
into effect. I had calenlated that one at least of the two 
former would be found still possessed of sufficient strength of 
mind to side with myself in resisting any attempt to execute 
so dreadful a purpose; and with the aid of either one of them, 
I had no fear of being able to prevent its accomplishment. 
Being disappointed in this expectation, it became absolutely 
necessary that I should attend to my own safety, as a further 
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resistance on my part might possibly be considered by men in 
their frightful condition a sufficient excuse for refusing me fair 
play in the tragedy that I knew would speedily be enacted. 

I now told them I was willing to submit to the proposal, 
merely requesting a delay of about one hour, in order that the 
fog which had gathered around us might have an opportunity 
of lifting, when it was possible that the ship we had seen 
might be again in sight. After great difficulty I obtained from 
them a promise to wait thus long; and, as I had anticipated 
(a breeze rapidly coming in), the fog lifted before the hour had 
expired, when, no vessel appearing in sight, we prepared to 
draw lots. 

It is with extreme reluctance that I dwell upon the appal- 
ling scene which ensued ; a scene which, with its minutest 
details, no after events have been able to efface in the slightest 
degree from my memory, and whose stern recollection will 
embitter every future moment of my existence. Let me run 
over this portion of my narrative with as much haste as the 
nature of the events to be spoken of will permit. The only 
method we could devise for the terrific lottery, in which we 
were to take each a chance, was that of drawing straws. 
Small splinters of wood were made to answer our purpose, and 
it was agreed that IT should be the holder. Tretired to one end 
of the hulk, while my poor companions silently took up their 
station in the other with their backs turned towards me. The 
bitterest anxiety which I endured at any period of this fearful 
drama was while I occupied myself in the arrangement of the 
lots. There are few conditions into which man can_pos-ibly 
fall where he will not feel a deep interest in the preservation 
of his existence ; an interest momentarily increasing with the 
frailness of the tenure by which that existence may be held. 
But now that the silent, definite, and stern nature of the 
business In which Twas engaged (so different from the tumul- 
tuous dangers of the storm, or the gradually approaching 
horrors of famine) allowed ine to reflect on the few chances I 
had of escaping the most appalling of deaths—a death for the 
most appalling of purposes —every particle of that energy which 
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had so long buoyed me up departed like feathers before the 
wind, leaving mea helpless prey to the most abject and pitiahle 
terror. I could not, at tirst, even summon up suflicient strength 
to tear and fit together the small splinters of wood, my fingers 
absolutely refusing their office, and my knees knocking violently 
against each other. My mind ran over rapidly a thousand 
absurd projects by which to avoid becoming a partner in the 
awful speculation. Ithought of falling on my knees to my com- 
panions, and entreating them to let me escape this necessity ; 
of suddenly rushing upon them, and, by putting one of them to 
death, of rendering the decision by lot useless—in short, of 
everything but of going through with the matter Thad in hand. 
At last, after wasting a long time in this imbecile conduct, | 
was recalled to my senses hy the voice of Parker, who urged 
me to relieve them at once from the terrible anxiety they were 
enduring. Even then T could not bring myself to arrange the 
splinters upon the spot, but thought over every species of 
finesse by whieh I could trick some one of my fellow-sulferers 
to draw the short straw, as it had been agreed that whoever 
drow the shortest of four splinters from my hand was to die for 
the preservation of the rest. before any one condemn me for 
this apparent heartlessness, let him be placed in a situation 
precisely similar to my own. 

At length delay was no longer possible, and, with a heart 
almost bursting from my bosom, I advanced to the region of 
the forecastle, where my comparions were awaiting me, I 
held out my hand with the splinters, and Peters namediately 
drew. Tle was free—his, at least, was not the shortest; and 
there was now another chance against my escape. I summoned 
up all my strength, and passed the lots to Augustus. He also 
drew immediately, and he also was free; and now, whether I 
should live or die, the chances were no more than precisely 
even. At this moment all the fierceness of the tiger possessed 
my bosom, and I felt towards my poor fellow-creature Parker 
the most intense, the most diabolical hatred. But the feeling 
did not last; and at length, with a convulsive shudder, and 
closed eyes, I held out the two remaining splinters towards 
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him. It was full five minutes before he could summon resolu- 
tion to draw, during which period of heartrending suspense I 
never once opened my eyes. Presently one of the two lots 
was quickly drawn from my hand. The decision was then 
over, yet L knew not whether it was for me or against me. No 
one spoke, and still I dared not satisfy myself by looking at 
the splinter I held. Peters at length took me by the hand, 
and I foree | myself to look up, when I immediately saw by the 
countenance of Parker that I was safe, and that he it was who 
had been doomed to suffer. Gasping for breath, I fell sense- 
less to the deck. 

I recovered from my swoon in time to behold the consumma- 
tion of the tragedy in the death of him who had been chiefly 
instrumental in bringing it about. He made uno resistance 
whatever, and was stabbed in the back by Peters, when he fell 
instantly dead. I must not dwell upon the fearful repast which 
iminediately ensued. Such things may be imagined, but words 
have no power to impress the mind with the exquisite horror 
of their realty. Let it suffice to say that, having in some 
measure appeased the raging thirst which consumed us by the 
blood of the victim, and having by common consent taken off 
the hands, feet, and head, throwing them, together with the 
entrails, into the sea, we devoured the rest of the body, piece- 
meal, during the four ever memorable days of the seventeenth, 
eighteenth, nineteenth, and twent.cth of the month, 

On the nineteenth, there coming on a sharp shower, which 
lasted fifteen or twenty minutes, we contrived to catch some 
water by means of a sheet which had been fished up from the 
cabin by our drag just after the gale. The quantity we took 
in all did not amount to more than half a gallon; but even this 
scanty allowance supplied us with comparative strength and 
hope. 

On the twenty-first we were again reduced to the last 
necessity. The weather still remained warm and pleasant, 
with occasional fogs and light breezes, most usually from N. 
to W. 

On the twenty-second, as we were sitting close huddled 
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together, gloomily revolving over our lamentable condition, 
there flashed through my mind all at once an idea which 
inspired me with a bright gleam of hope. I remembered that, 
when the foremast had been cut away, Peters, being in the 
windward chains, passed one of the axes into my hand, 
requesting me to put it if possible in a place of security, and 
that a few minutes before the last heavy sea struck the brig 
and filled her, 1 had taken this axe into the forecastle, and laid 
it in one of the larboard berths. I now thought it possible 
that, by getting at this axe, we might cut through the deck 
over the storeroom, and thus readily supply ourselves with 
provisions, 

When I communicated this project to my companions, they 
uttered a feeble shout of joy, and we all proceeded forthwith 
to the forecastle. The difficulty of descending here was greater 
than that of going down in the cabin, the opening being much 
smaller, for it will be remeinbered that the whole framework 
about the cabin companion -hatch had been carried away, 
whereas the forecastle-way, being a simple hatch of only about 
three feet square, had remained uninjured. 1 did not hesitate, 
however, to attempt the descent; and, a rope being fastened 
round my body as before, 1 plunged boldly in, feet foremost, 
made my way quickly to the berth, and, at the very first 
attempt, brought up the axe. It was hailed with the most 
ecstatic joy and triumph, and the ease with which it had been 
obtained was regarded ag an omen of our ultimate preserva- 
tion. 

We now commenced cutting at the deck with all the encrgy 
of rekindled hope, Peters and mysclf taking the axe by turns, 
Augustus’s wounded arm not permitting him to aid us in any 
degree. As we were still so feeble as to be scarcely able to 
stand unsupported, and could consequently work but a minute 
or two without resting, it soon became evident that many long 
hours would be requisite to accomplish our task—that is, to 
cut an opening sufficiently large to admit of a free access to the 
storeroom. This consideration, however, did not discourage 
us, and working all night by the light of the moon, we 
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succeeded in effecting our purpose by daybreak on the morning 
of the twenty-third. 

Peters now volunteered to go down, and having made all 
arranzements as before, he descended, and soon returned, 
bringing up with him a small jar, which to our great Joy proved 
to be full of olives. Having shared these amoung us, and 
devoured them with the greatest avidity, we proceeded to let 
him down again. This time he succeeded beyond our utmost 
expectations, returning instantly with a large ham and a 
bottle of Madeira wine. Of the latter we each took a moderate 
sup, having learnt by experience the pernicious consequences 
of indulging too freely. The ham, except about two pounds 
near the bone, was not in a condition to be eaten, having 
been entirely spoiled by the salt water. The sound part was 
divided among us. Peters and Augustus, not being able to 
restrain their appetite, swallowed theirs upon the instant, but 
1 was more cautious, and ate but a small portion of mine, 
dreading the thirst which I knew would ensue. We now 
rested a while from our labours, which had been intolerably 
SEVOTO, 

3y noon, fecling somewhat strengthened and refreshed, we 
again renewed our attempt at getting up provision, Peters and 
myself going down alternately, and always with more or less 
suceess Until sundown, During this interval we had the good 
fortune to bring up altogetuer, four more smal] jars of olives, 
another ham, a carboy containing nearly three gallons of 
excellent Cape Madeira wine, and what gave us. still more 
delight, a small tortoise of the Gallipago breed, several of which 
had been taken on board by Captain Barnard as the Gramjns 
was leaving port, from the schooner A/asy Pills, Just returned 
from a sealing voyage in the Pacific. 

In a subsequent portion of this narrative I shall have frequent 
occasion to mention this species of tortoise. It is found prin- 
cipally, as most of my readers may know, in the group of islands 
valled the Gallipagos, which indeed derive their name from the 
animal—the Spanish word Gallipago meaning a fresh-water 
terayin. From the peculiarity of their shape and action, they 
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have been sometimes called the elephant tortoise. They are 
frequently found of an enormous size. I have myself seen 
several which would weigh from twelve to fifteen hundred 
pounds, although I do not remember that any navigator speaks 
of having seen them weighing more than eight hundred. Their 
appearance 1s singular and even disgusting. Their steps are 
very slow, measured, and heavy, their bodies being carried 
about a foot from the ground, Their neck is long and exceed- 
ingly slender; from eighteen inches to two feet is a very 
common length, and I killed one where the distance from the 
shoulder to the extremity of the head was no less than three 
feet ten inches. The head has a striking resemblance to that 
ofa serpent. They can exist without food for an almost in- 
credible length of time, instances having been known where 
they have been thrown into the held of a vessel and Jain two 
years Without novrishment of any kind—being as fat and in 
every respect. in as good order at the expiration of the time as 
when they were first put in In one particular these eatra- 
ordinary animals bear a resemblance to the dromedary or eamel 
of the desert. Ina bag at the root of the neck they carry with 
them a constant supply of water. In some instances, upon 
killing them after a full year’s deprivation of all nourishment, 
as much as three gallons of perfectly sweet and fresh water 
have been found in their bags. Their food is chiefly wild 
parsley and celery, with purslain, sea-help, and prickly pears, 
upon Which Jatter vegetable they thrive wonderfully, a great 
quantity of it being usually found on the hillsides near the 
shore, Wherever the animal itself is discovered, They are 
excellent and highly nutritious food, and have no doubt 
been the means of preserving the lives of thousands of 
seamen employed in the whale-fishery and other pursuits in 
the Pacific. 

The one which we had the good fortune to bring up from 
the storeroom was not of a large size, weighing probably sixty- 
five or seventy pounds. It was a female and in excellent 
condition, being exceedingly fat, and having more than a quart 
of limpid and sweet water in its hag. This was indecd a 
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treasure; and falling on our knees with one accord, we 
returned fervent thanks to God for so seasonable a relief. 

We had great difficulty in getting the animal ‘up through 
the opening, as its struggles were ficrce and its strength 
prodigious. It was upon the point of making its escape from 
Peters’ grasp, and slipping back into the water, when Augustus, 
throwing a rope with a slip-knot around its throat, held it up 
in this manner until I jumped imto the hole by the side of 
Peters, and assisted him in lifting it out. 

The water we diew carefully from the bag into the jug, 
which, it will be remembered, had been brought up before 
from the cabin. Having done this, we broke off the neck of a 
bottle so as to form with the cork a kind of glass, holding not 
quite half a gil. We then each drank one of these measures 
full, and resolved to limit ourselves to this quantity per day 
as Jong as it should hold out. 

During the last two or three days, the weather having been 
dry and pleasant, the bedding we had obtained from the cabin, 
as well as our clothing, had become thoroughly dry, so that we 
passed this might (that of the twenty-third) in comparative 
comfort, enjoying a tranquil repose, after having supped 
plentifully on olives and ham, with a small allowance of the 
wine, Being afraid of losing some of our stores overboard 
during the mght, in the event of a breeze springing up, we 
secured them as well as possible with cordage to the fragments 
of the windlass. Our tortuvise, which we were anxious to 
preserve alive as long as we could, we threw on his back and 
otherwise carefully fastened. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


JULY 24. This morning saw us wonderfully recruited in 
spirits and strength. Notwithstanding the perilous situation in 
which we were still placed, ignorant of our position, although 
certainly at a great distance from land, without more food 
than would last us for a fortmght even with great care, 
almost entirely without water, and floating about at the merey 
of every wind and wave, on the merest wreck in the world, 
still the infinitely more terrible distresses and dangers from 
which we had so lately and so providentially been delivered 
‘aused us to regard what we now endured as but little more 
than an ordinary evil—so strictly comparative is either good 
or ill. 

At sunrise we were preparing to renew our attempts at 
getting up something from the stoereroom, when a smart 
shower coming on, with some lightning, we turned our 
attention to the catching of water by means of the sheet we 
had used before for this purpose. We had no other means of 
collecting the rain than by holding the sheet spread out with 
one of the forechain-plates in the middle of it. The water 
thus conducted to the centre was drained through in to our 
jug. We had nearly filled it in this manner, when, a heavy 
squall coming on from the northward, obliged us to desist, as 
the hulk began once more to roll so violently that we could 
no longer keep our feet. We now went forward, and, lashing 
ourselves securely to the remnant of the windlass as before, 
awaited the event with far more calmness than could have 
been anticipated or would have been imagined possible under 
the circumstances, At noon the wind had freshened into a 
two-reef breeze, and by night into a stiff gale, accompanicd 
with a tremendously heavy swell. Experience having taught 
us, however, the best method of arranging our lashings, we 
weathered this dreary night in tolerable security, although 
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thoroughly drenched at almost every instant by the sea, and 
in momentary dread of being washed off. Fortunately, the 
weather was so warm as to render the water rather grateful 
than otherwise. 

July 25, This morning the gale had diminished to a mere 
ten-knot breeze, and the sea had gone down with it so con- 
siderably that we were able to keep ourselves dry upon the 
deck. To our great grief, however, we fourd that two jars of 
our olives, as well as the whole of our ham, had been washed 
overboard, in spite of the careful manner in which they had 
been fastened. We determined not to kill the tortoise as 
yet, and contented ourselves for the present with a breakfast 
on a few of the olives, and a measure of water each, which 
Jatter we mixed, half and half, with wine, finding great relief 
and strength from the mixture, without the distressing intoxi- 
sation Which had ensued upon drinking the port. The sca 
was still far too rough for the renewal of our efforts at getting 
up provision from the storeroom. Several articles, of no 
importance to us in our present situation, floated up through 
the opening during the day, and were immediately washed 
overboard. We also now observed that the hulk lay more 
along than ever, so that we could not stand an instant without 
Jashing ourselves. On this account we passed a gloomy and 
uncomfortable day. At noon the sun appeared to be nearly 
vertical, and we had no doubt that we had been driven down 
by the Jong succession of northward and north-westerly winds 
into the near vicinity of the equator. Towards cvening saw 
several sharks, and were somewhat alarmed by the audacious 
manner in which an enormously large one approached us. At 
one time, a lurch throwing the deck very far beneath the 
water, the monster actually swam in upon us, floundering for 
some moments just over the companion-hatch, and striking 
Peters violently with his tail, A heavy sea at length hurled 
him overboard, much to our relief. In moderate weather we 
might have easily captured him. 

July 26. This morning, the wind having greatly abated, and 
the sea not being very rough, we determined to renew our 
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exertions in the storeroom, After a great deal of hard Jabcur 
during the whole day, we found that nothing fuither was to be 
expected from this quarter, the partitions of the room having 
heen stove during the night, and its contents swept into the 
hold. This discovery, as may be supposed, filled us with 
despair. 

July 27. The sea nearly smooth, with a light wind, and 
still from the northward and westward. The sun coming out 
hotly in the afternoon, we occupied ourselves in drying our 
clothes. Found great relief from thirst, and much comfort 
otherwise, by bathing in the sea; in this, however, we were 
forced to use yvreat caution, being afraid of sharks, several of 
which were seen swimming around the brig during the day. 

July 28. Good weather still, The brig now began to lie 
along so alarmingly that we feared she would eventually roll 
hottom up. Prepared ourselves as well as we could for this 
emcugency, lashing our tortoise, water-jug, and two remaining 
jars of olives as far as possible over to the windward, placing 
them outside the hull, below the main-chains. The sea very 
smouth all day, with little or no wind. 

July 29. A continuance of the same weather. Augustus’s 
wounded arm began to evince symptoms of mortification. 
He complained of drowsiness and excessive thirst, but no 
acpte pain. Nothing could be done for his relief beyond 
rubbing his wounds with a little of the vinegar from the 
olives, and from this no benefit seemed to be experienced. 
We did everything in our power for his comfort, and trebled 
his allowance of water, 

July 30, An excessively hot day with no wind. An cnor- 
mous shark kept close by the hulk during the whole of the 
forenoon, We made several unsuccessful attempts to capture 
him by means of a noose. Augustus much worse, and evidently 
sinking as much from want of proper nourishment as from the 
effect of lis wounds. He constantly prayed to be released 
from his sufferings, wishing for nothing but death. This 
evening we ate the last of our olives, and found the water in 
our jug so putrid that we could not swallow it at all without 
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the addition of wine. Determined to kill our tortoise in the 
morning. 

July 31. After a night of excessive anxiety and fatigue, 
owing to the position of the hulk, we set about killing and 
cutting up our tortoise. He proved to be much smaller than 
we had supposed, although in good condition—the whole 
meat about him not amounting to more than ten pounds. 
With a view of preserving a portion of this as long as possible, 
we cut it into fine pieces and filled with them our three remain- 
ing olive jars and the wine bottle (all of which had been kept), 
pouring in afterwards the vinegar from the olives. In this 
manner we put away about three pounds of the tortoise, 
intending not to touch it until we had consumed the rest. 
We concluded to restrict ourselves to about four ounces of the 
‘meat per day; the whole would thus last us thirteen days. 
A brisk shower, with severe thunder and lightning, came on 
about dusk, but lasted so short a time that we only succeeded 
in catching about half a pint of water. The whole of this 
by common consent was given to Augustus, who now appeared 
to be in the last extremity. He drank the water from the 
sheet as we caught if (we holding it above him as he lay, so 
as to Iet it run into his mouth), for we had now nothing left 
capable of holding water unless we had chosen to empty out 
our wine from the carboy or the stale water from the jug. 
Kither of these expedients would have been resorted to had 
the shower lasted. 

The sufferer seemed to derive but little benefit from the 
draught. His arm was completely black from the wrist to 
the shoulder, and his feet were like ice. We expected every 
moment to see him breathe his last. He was frightfully 
emaciated ; so much so, that although he weighed a hundred 
and twenty-seven pounds upon his leaving Nantucket, he 
now did not weigh more than forty or fifty at the farthest. 
His eyes were sunk far in his head, being scarcely perceptible, 
and the skin of his cheeks hung so loosely as to prevent his 
masticating any food, or even swallowing any liquid, without 
great difficulty. 


ARTHUR GORDON PYM. 303 


August 1. A continuance of the samo calm weather with an 
oppressively hot sun. Suffered exceedingly from thirst, the 
water in the jug being absolutely putrid and swarming with 
vermin. We contrived, nevertheless, to swallow a portion of 
it by mixing it with wine—our thirst, however, was but little 
abated. We found more relief by bathing in the sea, but 
could not avail ourselves of this expedient except at long 
intervals, on account of the continual presence of sharks. We 
now saw clearly that Augustus could not be saved; that he 
was evidently dying. We could do nothing to relieve his 
sufferings, which appeared to be great. About twelve o'clock 
he expired in strong convulsions, and without having spoken 
for several hours, Ifis death filled us with the most gloomy 
forebodings, and had so great an effect upon our spirits that 
we sat motionless by the corpse during the whole day, and 
never addressed each other except in a whisper. It was not 
unti] some time after dark that we took courage to get up and 
throw the body overboard. It was then loathsome beyond 
expression, and so far decayed, that, as Peters attempted to 
lift it, an entire leg caine off in his grasp. As the mass of 
putrefaction slipped over the vessel’s side into the water, the 
glare of phosphoric light with which it was surrounded plainly 
discovered to us seven or eight large sharks, the clashing of 
whose horrible teeth, as their prey was torn to pieces among 
them, might have been heard at the distance of a mile. We 
shrunk within ourselves in the extremity of horror at the sound. 

Auyust 2, The saine fearfully calm and hot weather. The 
dawn found us in a state of pitiable dejection as well as bodily 
exhaustion. The water in the jug was now absolutely uscless, 
being a thick gelatinous mass; nothing but fiightful-looking 
worms mingled with slime. We threw it out and washed tho 
jug well in the sea, afterwards pouring a little vinegar in it 
from our bottles of pickled tortoise. Our thirst could now 
scarcely be endured, and we tried in vain to relieve it by wine, 
which seemed only to add fuel to the flame, and excited us to 
a high degree of intoxication. We afterwards endeavoured to 
relieve our sufferings by mixing the wine with sea-water ; but 
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this instantly brought about the most violent retchings, so 
that we never again attempted it. During the whole day we 
anxiously sought an opportunity of bathing, but to no purpose ; 
for the hulk was now entirely besieged on all sides with sharks 
—no doubt the identical monsters who had devoured our poor 
companion on the evening before, and who were in momentary 
expectation of another similar feast. This circumstance occa- 
sioned us the most bitter regret, and filled us with the most 
depressing and melancholy forebodings. We had experienced 
indescribable relief in bathing, and to have this resource cut 
off in so frightful a manner was more than we could bear. 
Nor, indeed, were we altogether fiee from the apprehension of 
immediate danger, for the least slip or false movement would 
have thrown us at once within reach of these voracious fish, 
who frequently thrust themselves directly upon us, swimming 
up to leeward. No shouts or exertions on our part scemed to 
alarm them. Hven when one of the largest was struck with 
an axe by Peters, and much wounded, he persisted in his 
attempts to push in“where we were. <A cloud came up at 
dusk, but, to our extreme anguish, passed over without 
discharging itself. It 1s quite impossible to conceive our 
sufferings from thirst at this period. We passed a sleepless 
night, both on this account and through dread of the sharks. 

afugust 3. No prospect of relief, and the brig lying still nore 
and more along, so that now we could not maintain a footing 
upon deck at all. Busied ourselves in securing our wine and 
tortvise-meat, so that we might not lose them in the event of 
our rolling over, Got out two stout spikes from the forechains, 
and, by means of the axe, drove them into the hull to wind- 
ward within a couple of feet of the water ; this not being very 
far from the keel, as we were nearly upon our beam-ends. To 
these spikes we now lashed our provisions, as being more 
secure than their former position beneath the chains. Suffered 
vreat agony from thirst during the whole day—no chance of 
bathing on account of the sharks, which never left us fora 
moment. Found it impossible to sleep. 

August 4, A little before daybreak we perceived that the 
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hulk was heeling over, and aroused ourselves to prevent being 
thrown off by the movement. At first the roll was slow and 
gradual, and we contrived to clamber over to windward very 
well, having taken the precaution to leave ropes hanging from 
the spikes we had driven in for the provision. But we had 
not calculated sufficiently upon the acceleration of the impetus ; 
for, presently the heel became too violent to allow of our 
keeping pace with it ; and, before either of us knew what was 
to happen, we found ourselves hurled furiously into the sea, 
and struggling several fathoms beneath the surface, with the 
huge hull immediately above us, 

In going under the water I had been obliged to let go my 
hold upon the rope ; and finding that I was completely beneath 
the vessel, and my strength utterly exhausted, T scarecly made 
« struggle for life, and resigned myself, in a few seconds, to 
die. But here again I was deceived, not having taken into 
consideration the natural rebound of the hull to windward. 
The whirl of the water upwards, which the vessel occasioned 
in rolling partially back, brought me to the surface still more 
vio'ently than Thad been plunged beneath. Upon coming up, 
I found myself about twenty yards from the hulk, as near as I 
could judge. She was lying keel up, rocking furiously from 
side to side, and the sea in all directions around was much 
avitated, and full of strong whirlpools. I could see nothing 
of Peters, An oil-cask was floating within a few feet of me, 
and various other articles from the brig were scattered about. 

My principal terror was now on account of the sharks, 
which I knew to be in my vicinity. In order to deter these, 
if possible, from approaching me, I splashed the water vigor- 
ously with both hands and feet as I swam towards the hulk, 
ercating a body of foam. I have no doubt that to this 
expedient, simple as it was, I was indebted for my preserva- 
tion ; for the sea all around the brig, just before her rolling 
over, was so crowded with these monsters, that I must have 
been, and really was, in actual contact with some of them 
durmg my progress. By great good fortune, however, I 


reached the side of the vessel in safety, although so utter'y 
U 
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weakened by the violent exertion I had used that I should 
never have been able to get upon it but for the timely assist- 
ance of Peters, who now, to my great joy, made his appearance 
(having scrambled up to the keel from the opposite side of 
the hull), and threw me the end of a rope—one of those which 
had been attached to the spikes. 

Having barely escaped this danger, our attention was now 
directed to the dreadful imminency of another —that of 
absolute starvation. Our whole stock of provision had been 
swept overboard in spite of all our care in securing it, and 
secing no longer the remotest possibility of obtaining more, we 
gave way, both of us, to despair, weeping aloud like children, 
and neither of us attempting to offer consolation to the other. 
Such weakness can scarcely be conceived, and to those who have 
never been similarly situated will no doubt appear unnatural ; 
but it must be remembered that our intellects were so entirely 
disordered by the long course of privation and terror to which 
we had been subjected, that we could not justly be considered 
at that period in the light of rational beings. In subsequent 
perils nearly as great, if not greater, I bore up with fortitude 
against all the evils of my situation, and Peters, it will be seen, 
evinced a stoical philosophy nearly as incredible as his present 
childlike supineness and imbecility—the mental condition made 
the difference. 

The overturning of the brig, even with the consequent 
loss of the wine and turtle, would not, in fact, have rendered 
our situation more deplorable than before, except for the dis- 
appearance of the bedclothes by which we had been hitherto 
enabled to catch rain-water, and of the jug in which we had 
kept it when caught, for we found the whole bottom, from 
within two or three feet of the bends as far as the keel, 
together with the keel itself, thickly covered with large barnacles, 
which proved to be excellent and highly nutritious food. Thus in 
two important respects the accident we had so greatly dreaded 
proved a benefit rather than an injury; it had opened to us a 
supply of provisions which we could not have exhausted, using 
it moderately, in a month, and it had greatly contributed to 
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our comfort as regards position, we being much more at our 
ease, and in infinitely less danger than before. 

The difficulty, however, of now obtaining water blinded us 
to all the benefits of the change in our condition. That we 
might be ready to avail ourselves as far as possible of any 
shower which might fall, we took off our shirts, to make use 
of them, as we had of the sheets, not hoping, of course, to get 
more in this way, even under the most favourable circumstances, 
than half a gillatatime. No signs of a cloud appeared during 
the day, and the agonics of our thirst were nearly intolerable. 
At night Peters obtained about an hour’s disturbed sleep, but 
my intense sufferings would not permit me to close my cyes 
for a single moment. 

August 5. To-day a gentle breeze springing up carried us 
through a vast quantity of seaweed, among which we were so 
fortunate as to find eleven small crabs, which afforded us 
several delicious meals. Their shells being quite soft, we ate 
them entire, and found that they irritated our thirst far less 
than the barnacles. Secing no trace of sharks among the 
seaweed, we also ventured to bathe, and remained in the water 
for four or five hours, during which we expericneed a very 
sensible diminution of our thirst. Were greatly refreshed, 
and spent the night somewhat more comfortably than before, 
both of us snatching a little sleep. 

August 6. This day we were blessed by a brisk and continual 
rain, lasting from about noon until after dark, Bitterly did 
we now regret the loss of our jug and carboy, for in spite of 
the little means we had of catching the water, we might have 
filled one, if not both of them. As it was, we contrived to 
satisfy the cravings of thirst by suffering the shirts to become 
saturated, and then wringing them, so as to let the grateful 
finid trickle into our mouths. In this occupation we passed 
the entire day. 

August 7. Just at daybreak we both at tho same instant 
descried a sail to the eastward, and evidently coming towards us / 
We hailed the glorious sight with a long although feeble shout 
of rapture, and began instantly to make every signal in our 
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power, by flaring the shirts in the air, leaping as high as our 
weak condition would permit, and even by hallooing with all 
the strength of our lungs, although the vessel-could not have 
been less than fifteen miles distant. However, shie still 
continued to near our hulk, and we felt that if she but held 
her present course she must eventually come so close as to 
perceive us. Jn about an hour after we first discovered her 
we could clearly see the people on her decks. She was a long, 
low, and rakish-looking topsail schooner, with a black ball in her 
foretopsail, and had apparently a full crew. We now became 
alarmed, for we could hardly imagine it possible that she did 
not observe us, and were apprehensive that she meant to leave 
us to perish as we were—an act of fiendish barbarity, which, 
however incredible it may appear, has been repeatedly per- 
petrated at sca, under circumstances very neatly similar, and 
by beings who were regarded as belonging to the human 
species.* In this instance, however, by the mercy of God, we 


* The case of the brig Polly of Boston is one so much in point, and het 
fate in many respects so remarkably similar to our own, that I cannot 
forbear alluding to it here. ‘This vessel, of one hundred and thirty tons 
hurden, sailed from Boston, with a cargo of lumber and provisions, for 
Santa Croix, on the twelfth of December 1811, under the command of 
Captain Casneau. There were eight souls on board, besides the captain, 
the mate, four seamen, and the cook, tovether with a Mr. Jlunt, and a 
negro girl belonging to him. On the fifteenth, having cleared the shoal 
of Georges, she sprung a leak in a gale of wind from the south-east, and 
was finally capsized, but, the mast going by the board, she afterwards 
righted. They remained in this situation, without fire, ard with very 
litle provision, for the period of one hundred and eiyhty-nine days (from 
December the fifteenth to June the twentieth), when Captain Casneau and 
Samuel Badger, the only survivors, were taken off the wreck hy the Fame 
of Hull, Captain Featherstone, bound home from Rio Janciro. When 
picked up they were in latitude 28° N., longitude 13° W., having drifted 
above two thousand miles! On the ninth of July the Fame fell in with 
the brig Dromeo, Captain Perkins, who landed the two sufferers in 
Kennebeck. The narrative from which we gather these details ends in 
the following words :— 

‘It is natural to inquire how they could float such a vast distance upon 
the most frequented part of the Atlantic, and not be discovered all this 
time, They were passed by more than a dozen sau, one of which came so 
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were destined to be most happily deceived, for presently we 
were aware of a sudden commotion on tho deck of the stranger, 
who immediately afterwards run up a British flag, and, hauling 
her wind, bore up directly upon ug In half an hour more we 
found ourselves in her cabin, She proved to be the June Guy 
of Liverpool, Captain Guy, bound on a sealing and trading 
voyage to the South Seas and Pacific. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


THE June Guy was a fine-looking topsail schooner of a hundred 
and eighty tons burden. She was unusually sharp in the 
bows and, on a wind in moderate weather, the fastest sailer I 
have ever seen. Her qualities, however, as a rough sea-hoat, 
were not so good, and her draught of water was by far too 
great for the trade to which she was destined. For this 
peculiar service, a Jarger vessel, and one of a heht propor- 
tionate draught, is desirable—say a vessel of from three to 
three hundred and filty tons. She should be barque-rigged, 
and in other respects of a different construction from the 
usual South Sea ships. It is absvlutely necessary that she 
should be well armed. She should have, say ten or twelve 
twelve-pound carronades, and two or three long twelves, with 
brass blunderbusses, and water-tight arm-chests for each top. 
Her anchors and cables should be of far greater strength than 
is required for any other species of trade and, above all, her 
crew should be numerous and efficient, not less, for such a 
vessel as I have described, than fifty or sixty able-bodied men. 
The Jane Guy had a crew of thirty-five, all able seamen, 


nigh them that they could distinctly sce the people on deck and on the 
rigying looking at them, but, to the tnexpressible disappointment of the 
starving and freezing men, they stifled the dictates of compassion, hoist d 
sau, and cruelly abandoned them to their fate.” 
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besides the captain and mate, but she was not altogether as 
well armed or otherwise equipped as a navigator acquainted 
with the difficulties and dangers of the trade could have desired. 

Captain Guy was a gentleman of great urbanity of manner, 
and of considerable experience in the Southern traffic, to 
which he had devoted the greater portion of his life. He was 
deficient, however, in energy and, consequently, in that spirit 
of enterprise which is here so absolutely requisite. He was 
part owner of the vessel in which he sailed, and was invested 
with discretionary powers to cruise in the South Seas for any 
cargo which might come most readily to hand. He had on 
board, as usual in such voyages, beads, looking-glasses, tinder- 
works, axes, hatchets, saws, adzes, planes, chisels, gouges, 
gimlets, files, spoke-shaves, rasps, hammers, nails, knives, 
scissors, razors, needles, thread, crockeryware, calico, trinkets, 
and other similar articles, 

The schooner sailed from Liverpool on the tenth of July, 
crossed the tropi¢ of Cancer on the twenty-fifth, in longi- 
tude 20° W., and reached Sal, one of the Cape Verd Islands 
on the twenty-ninth, where she took in salt and other neces- 
saries for the voyage. On the third of August she left the 
Cape Verds and steered south-west, stretching over towards 
the coast of Drazil, so as to cross the equator between the 
meridians of twenty-eight and thirty degrees west longitude. 
This is the course usually taken by vessels bound from 
Europe to the Cape of Good Hope, or by that route to the 
Kast Indies. By proceeding thus they avoid the calms and 
strong contrary currents which continnally prevail on the coast 
of Guinea, while in the end it is found to be the shortest 
track, as westerly winds are never wanting afterwards, by 
which to reach the Cape. It was Captain Guy’s intention 
to make his first stoppage at Kerguelen’s Land—I hardly 
know for what reason, On the day we were picked up the 
schooner was off Cape St. Roque, in longitude 31° W.; 
so that, when found, we had drifted probably, from north 
to south, not less than five-and-twenty degrees f 

On board the Jane Guy we were treated with all the kind- 
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ness our distressed situation demanded. In about a fortnight, 
during which time we continued stecring to the south-east, 
with gentle breezes and fine weather, both Peters and myself 
recovered entirely from the effects of our late privation and 
dreadful suffering, and we began to remember what had 
passed rather as a frightful dream from which we had been 
happily awakened, than as events which had taken place in 
sober and naked reality. I have since found that this species 
of partial oblivion is usually brought about by sudden transi- 
tion, whether from joy to sorrow or from sorrow to jor—the 
degree of forgetfulness being proportioned to the degree of 
difference in the exchange. Thus, in my own case, I now 
feel it impossible to realize the full extent of the misery 
which I endured during the days spent upon the hulk. The 
incidents are remembered, but not the feelings which the 
incidents clicited at the time of their occurrence. I only 
know, that when they did occur, I then thought human 
nature could sustain nothing more of agony. 

We continued our voyage for some weeks without any in- 
cidents of greater moment than the occasional meeting with 
whaling ships, and more frequently with the black or right 
whale, so called in contradistinction to the spermaccti. These, 
however, were chiefly found south of the twenty-fifth parallel. 
On the sixteenth of September, being in the vicinity of the 
Cape of Good Hope, the schooner encountered her first gale of 
any violence since leaving Liverpool. In this neighbourhood, 
but more frequently to the south and east of the promontory 
(we were to the westward), navigators have often to contend 
with storms from the northward, which rage with great fury. 
They always bring with them a heavy sea, and one of their 
most dangerous features is the instantaneous chopping round 
of the wind, an occurrence almost certain to take place during 
the greatest force of the gale. <A perfect hurricane will be 
blowing at one moment from the northward or north-east, and 
in the next not a breath of wind will be felt in that direction, 
while from the south-west 1t will come out all at once with a 
violence almost inconceivable. A bright spot to the south- 
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ward is the sure forerunner of the change, and vessels are 
thus enabled to take the proper precautions. 

It was about six in the morning when the blow came on 
with a white squall, and as usual from the northward. By 
eight it had increased very much, and brought down upon 
us one of the most tremendous seas I had then ever beheld. 
Kverything had been made as snug as possible, but the schooner 
laboured excessively, and gave evidence of her bad qualities 
as a sea-boat, pitching her forecastle under at every plunge, 
and with the greatest difficulty struggling up from one wave 
before she was buried in another. Just before sunset the 
bright syot for which we had been on the look-out made its 
appearance in the south-west, and in an hour afterwards we 
perceived the little head-sail we carried flapping listlessly 
against the mast. In two minutes more, in spite of every 
preparation, we were hurled on our beam-ends as if by magic, 
and a perfect wilderness of foam made a clear breach over us 
as we lay. The blow from the south-west, however, luckily 
proved to be nothing more than a squall, and we had the good 
fortune to night the vessel without the loss of a spar. A 
heavy cross sea gave us great trouble for a few hours after 
this, but towards morning we found ourselves in nearly as 
good condition as before the gale. Captain Guy considered 
that he had made an escape little less than miraculous. 

On the thirteenth of October we came in sight of Prince 
Edward’s Island, in latitude 46° 53’ S., longitude 37° 46° E. 
Two days afterwards we found ourselves near Possession Island, 
and presently passed the islands of Crozet, in latitude £2° 59’S., 
longitude 48° I. On the eighteenth we made Kerguelen’s or 
Desolation Island, in the southern Indian Ocean, and came to 
anchor in Christmas Harbour, having four fathoms of water. 

This island, or rather group of islands, bears south-east from 
the Cape of Good Hope, and is distant therefrom nearly eight 
hundred leagues. It was first discovered in 1772 by the 
Baron de Kergulen or Kerguelen, a Frenchman, who, thinking 
the land to form a portion of an extensive southern continent, 
carried home information to that effect, which produced much 
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excitement at the time. The Government, taking the matter 
up, sent the baron back in the following year for the purpose 
of giving his new discovery a critical examination, when the 
mistake was discovered. In 1777 Captain Cook fell in with 
the same group, and gave to the principal one the name of 
Desolation Island, a title which it certainly well deserves. 
Upon approaching the land, however, the navigator might be 
induced to suppose otherwise, as the sides of most of the hills, 
from September to March, are clothed with very brilliant 
verdure, This deceitful appearance is caused by a small 
plant resembling saxifrage, which is abundant, growing in 
large patches on a species of crumbling moss. Besides this 
plant there is scarcely a sign of vegetation on the island, if 
we except some coarse rank grass near the harbour, some 
lichen, and a shrub which bears resemblance to a cabbage 
shooting into seed, and which has a bitter and acrid taste. 

The face of the country is hilly, although none of the hills 
ean be ealled lofty. Their tops are perpetually covered with 
snow. There are several harbours, of which Christmas Harbour 
is the most convenient. It is the first to be met with on the 
north-east side of the island after passing the Cape Francois, 
which forms the northern shore, and by its peculiar shape 
serves to distinguish the harbour. Its projecting point ter- 
minates in a high rock, through which is a large hole, forming 
a natural arch. The entrance is in latitude 48° 40’ S., longi- 
tude 69° 6’ EK, Passing in here, good anchorage may be found 
under the shelter of several small islands, which form a 
sufficient protection from all easterly winds. Proceeding on 
eastwardly from this anchorage you come to Wasp Bay, at 
the head of the harbour. This is a small basin, completely 
land-locked, into which you can go with four fathoms, and 
find anchorage in from ten to three, hard clay bottom. <A 
ship might lic here with her best bower ahead all the ycar 
round without risk. To the westward, at the head of Wasp 
Bay, is a smull stream of excellent water, easily procured. 

Some seal of the fur and hair species are still to be 
found on Kerguelen’s Island, and sea-elephants abound. The 
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feathered tribes are discovered in great numbers. Penguins 
are very plenty, and of these there are four different kinds. 
The royal penguin, so called from its size and beautiful 
plumage, is the largest. The upper part of the body is 
usually grey, sometimes of a lilac tint; the under portion of 
the purest white imaginable. The head is of a glossy and 
most brilliant black, the fect also. The chief beauty of the 
plumage, however, consists in two broad stripes of a gold 
colour, which pass along from the head to the breast. The 
bill is long, and either pink or bright scarlet. These birds 
walk crect, with a stately carriage. They carry their heads 
high, with their wings drooping like two arms, and as their 
tails project from their body in a hne with the legs the 
resemblance to a human figure is very striking, and would 
be apt to deccive the spectator at a casual glance or in the 
gloom of the evening, The royal penguins which we met 
with on Kerguelen’s Land were rather larger than a goose. 
The other kinds are the maccaroni, the jackass, and the 
rookery penguin. These are much smaller, less beautiful in 
plumage, and different in other respects, 

Besides the penguin many other birds are here to be found, 
among which may be mentioned sea-hens, blue peterels, teal, 
ducks, Port Egmont hens, shags, Cape pigeons, the nelly, sea- 
swallows, terns, sea-gulls, Mother Carey’s chickens, Mother 
Carcy’s geese, or the great petcrel, and lastly, the albatross, 

The great peterel is as large as the common albatross, and 
is carnivorous, Itis frequently called the break-bones, or osprey 
peterel. They are not at all shy, and when properly cooked 
are palatable food. In flying they sometimes sail very close to 
the surface of the water, with the wings expanded, without 
appearing to move them in the Icast degree, or make any 
exertion with them whatever. 

The albatross is one of the largest and fiercest of the South 
Sea birds. It is of the gull species, and takes its prey on the 
wing, never coming on land except for the purpose of breeding. 
Between this bird and the penguin the most singul:r friendship 
exists. Their nests are constructed with great uniformity, upon 
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a plan concerted between the two species—that of the albatross 
being placed in the centre of a little square formed by the 
nests of four penguins. Navigators have agreed in calling an 
assemblave of such encampments «@ rookery. These rookeries 
have been often described, but as my readers may not all have 
scen these descriptions, and as I shall have occasion hereafter 
to speak of the penguin and albatross, it will not be amiss to 
say something here of their mode of building and living. 

When the season for incubation arrives, the birds assemble 
in vast numbers, and for some days appear to be deliberating 
upon the proper course to be pursued. At length they proceed 
toaction. A level picce of ground is selected, of suitable extent, 
usually comprising three or four acres, and situated as near 
the sea as possible, being still beyond its reach. The spot is 
chosen with reference to its evenness of surface, and that is 
preferred which is the least encumbered with stones, This 
matter being arranged, the birds proceed with one accord, and 
actuated apparently by one mind, to trace out, with mathemati- 
eal accuracy, either a square or other parallelograin, as may 
best suit the nature of the ground, and of just sufficient size 
to accommodate easily all the birds assembled, and no more 
—in this particular seeming determined upon preventing 
the access of future stragglers who have not participated 
in the labour of the encampment. One side of the place thus 
marked out runs parallel with the water’s edge, and is left open 
for ingress or egress. 

Having defined the limits of the rookery, the colony now 
begin to clear it of every species of rubbish, piching up stone 
by stone, and carrying them outside of the lines, and close by 
them, so as to form a wall on the three inland sides. Just within 
this wall a perfectly level and smooth walk is formed, from six 
to cight feet wide, and extending around the encampment— 
thus serving the purpose of a general promenade. 

The next process is to partition out the whole area into small 
squares exactly equal in size. This is done by forming narrow 
paths, very smocth, and crossing each other at right angles 
throughout the entire extent of the rookery, At each inter- 
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section of these paths the nest of an albatross is constructed, 
and a penguin’s nest in the centre of each square ; thus every 
penguin is surrounded by four albatrosses, and each albatross 
by a like number of penguins. The penguin’s nest consists of 
a hole in the earth, very shallow, being only just of sufficient 
depth to keep her single egg from rolling. The albatross is 
somewhat less simple in her arrangements, erecting a hillock 
about a foot high and two in diameter. This is made of 
earth, seaweed, and shells. On its summit she builds her 
nest. 

The birds take especial care never to leave their nests 
unoccupied for an instant during the period of incubation, or 
indeed until the young progeny are sufficiently strong to take 
care of themselves, While the male is absent at sea in search 
of food, the female remains on duty, and it is only upon the 
return of her partner that she ventures abroad. The eggs are 
never left uncovered at all—while one bird leaves the nest, the 
other nestling in by its side. This precaution is rendered 
necessary by the thievish propensities prevalent in the rookery, 
the inhabitants making no scraple to purloin cach other’s eggs 
at every good opportunity. 

Although there are some rookeries in which the penguin 
and albatross are the sole population, yet in most of them a 
variety of oceanic birds are to be met with, enjoying all the 
privileges of citizenship, and scattering their nests here and 
there, wherever they can find room, never interfering, however, 
with the stations of the larger species. The appearance of such 
encampments when seen from a distance is exceedingly singular. 
The whole atmosphere just above the settlement is darkened 
with the immense number of the albatross (mingled with the 
smaller tribes) which are continually hovering over it, either 
going to the ocean or returning home. At the same time a 
crowd of penguins are to be observed, some passing to and fro 
in the narrow alleys, and some marching with the military strut 
so peculiar to them, around the gencral promenade-ground 
which encircles the rookery. In short, survey it as we will, 
nothing can be more astonishing than the spirit of reflection 
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evinced by these feathered beings, and nothing surely can be 
hetter calculated to clicit reflection in every well-regulated 
human intellect. 

On the morning after our arrival in Christmas Harbour, the 
chief mate, Mr. Patterson, took the boats and (although it was 
somewhat early in the season) went in search of seal, leaving 
the captain and a young relation of his on a point of barren 
land to the westward, they having some business, whose nature 
I could not ascertain, to transact in the interior of the island, 
Japtain Guy took with him a bottle, in wich was a sealed 
letter, and made his way from the point on which he was set 
on shore towards one of the highest peaks in the place. It is 
probable that his design was to leave the letter on that height 
for some vessel which he expected to come after him. As soon 
as we lost sight of him we proceeded (Peters and myself being in 
the mate’s boat) on our cruise around the coast, looking for seal. 
In this business we were occupied about three weeks, examin. 
ingwith great care every nook and corner, not only of Kerguelen’s 
Land, but of the several small islands in the vicinity. Our 
Jabours, however, were not crowned with any Important success 
We saw a great many fur seal, but they were exceedingly shy, 
and with the greatest exertions we could only procure three 
hundred and fifty skins in all. Sca-elephants were abundant, 
especially on the western coast of the mainland, but of these 
we killed only twenty, and this with great difficulty. On the 
smaller islands we discovered a good many of the hair seal, but 
did not molest them. We returned to the schooner on the 
eleventh, where we found Captain Guy and his nephew, who 
gave a very bad account of the interior, representing it as one 
of the most dreary and utterly barren countries in the world 
They had remained two nights on the island, owing to some 
misunderstanding on the part of the second mate in regard to 
the sending a jolly-boat from the schooner to take them off. 
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CHAPTER XV. 


On the twelfth we made sail from Christmas Harbour, retracing 
our way to the westward, and leaving Marion’s Island, one of 
Crozet’s group, on the larboard. We afterwards passed Prince 
Kdward’s Island, leaving it also on our left; then, steering 
more to the northward, made, in fifteen’ days, the islands of 
Tristan d’Acunha, in latitude 37° 8’ S., longitude 12° 8’ W. 

This group, now so well known, and which consists of three 
circular islands, was first discovered by the Portuguese, and 
was visited afterwards by the Dutch in 1643, and by the 
French in 1767. The three islands together form a triangle, 
and are distant from each other about ten miles, there being 
fino open passages between. The land in all of them is very 
high, especially in Tristan d’Acunha, properly so called. This 
is the largest of the group, being fifteen miles in circumference, 
and so clevated that it can be scen in clear weather at the 
distance of eighty or ninety miles. <A part of the land towards 
the north rises more than a thousand feet perpendicularly from 
the sea. <A tableland at this height extends back nearly to 
the centre of the island, and from this tableland arises a lofty 
cone like that of Teneriffe. The lower half of this cone is 
clothed with trees of good size, but the upper region is barren 
rock, usually hidden among the clouds, and covered with snow 
during the greater part of the year. There are no shoals or 
other dangers about the island, the shores being remarkably 
bold and the water deep. On the north-western coast 1s a bay, 
with a beach of black sand, where a landing with boats can be 
easily effected, provided there be a southerly wind. Plenty of 
excellent water may here be readily procured; also cod and 
other fish may be taken with hook and line, 

The next island in point of size, and the most westwardly of 
the group, is that called the Inaccessible. Its precise situation 
is 37° 17’ S. latitude, longitude 12° 24’ W. It is seven or eight 
miles in circumference, and on ull sides presents a forbidding and 
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precipitous aspect. Its top is perfectly flat, and the whole region 
is sterile, nothing growing upon it except a few stunted shrubs, 

Nightingale Island, the smallest and most southerly, is in 
latitude 37° 26’ S., longitude 12° 12’ W. OF its southern 
extremity is a high ledge of rocky islets ; a few also of a similar 
appearance are seen to the north-east. The ground is irregular 
and sterile, and a deep valley partially separates it. 

The shores of these islands abound, in the proper season, with 
sea-lions, sea-elephants, the hair and fur seal, together with a 
creat variety of oceanic birds, Whales are also plentiful in their 
vicinity. Owing to the ease with which these various animals 
were here formerly taken, the group has been much visited since 
its discovery. The Dutch and French frequented it at a very 
early period. In 1790 Captain Patten, of the ship Jndustry, of 
Philadelphia, made Tristan d Acunha, where he remained sey en 
months (from August 1790 to April 1791) for the purpose of 
collecting sealskins. In this time he gathered no less than five 
thousand six hundred, and says that he would have had no 
difficulty in loading a large ship with oil in three weeks. Upon 
his arrival he found no quadrupeds, with the exception of a few 
wild goats; the island now abounds with all our most valuable 
domestic animals, which have been introduced by subsequent 
navigators. 

I believe it was not long after Captain Patten’s visit that 
Captain Colquhoun, of the American brig Betsey, touched at the 
largest of the islands for the purpose of refreshment. He 
planted onions, potatoes, cabhages, and a great many other 
vegetables, an abundance of all which are now to be met with. 

In 1811 a Captain Haywood, in the Nereus, visited Tristan. 
He fuund there three Americans, who were residing upon the 
islands to prepare sealskins and oil. One of these men was 
named Jonathan Lambert, and he called himself the sovereign 
of the country. He had cleared and cultivated about sixty 
acres of land, and turned his attention to raising the coffee plant 
and sugar-cane, with which he had been furnished by the 
American Minister at Rio Janeiro. This settlement, however, 
was finally abandoned, and in 1817 the islands were taken 
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possession of by the British Government, who sent a detachment 
for that purpose from the Cape of Good Hope. They did not, 
however, retain them long; but, upon the evacuation of the 
country as a British possession, two or three English families 
took up their residence there independently of the Government. 
On the twenty-fifth of March 1824, the Lerwick, Captain Jeffrey, 
from London to Van Diemen’s Land, arrived at the place, where 
they found an Englishman of the name of Glass, formerly a 
corporal in the British artillery. Ife claimed to be supreme 
governor of the islands, and had under his control twenty-one 
men and three women. He gave a very favourab'e account of 
the salubrity of the climate and of the productivene:s of the 
soil. The population occupied themselves chiefly in collecting 
scalskins and sea-elephant oil, with which they traded to the 
Cape of Good Hope, Glass owning a small schooner. At the 
period of our arrival the governor was still a resident, but his 
little community had multiplied, there being fifty-six persons 
upon Tristan, besides a smaller settlement of seven on Night- 
ingale Island. We had no difficulty in procuring almost every 
kind of refreshment which we required—shecp, hogs, bullocks, 
rabbits, poultry, goats, fish in great varicty, and vegetables 
were abundant. Having come to anchor close in with the large 
island, in eighteen fathoms, we took all we wanted on board 
very conveniently. Captain Guy also purchased of Glass five 
hundred scalskins and some ivory. We remained here a weck, 
during which the prevailing winds were from the northward 
and westward, and the weather somewhat hazy. On the fifth 
of November we made sail to the southward and westward, 
with the intention of having a thorough search for a group of 
islands called the Auroras, respecting whose existence a great 
diversity of opinion has existed. 

These islands are said to have been discovered as early as 
1762, by the commander of the ship Aurora, In 1790 Captain 
Manuel de Oyarvido, in the ship Princess, belonging to the 
Royal Philippine Company, sailed, as he asserts, directly among 
them, In 179+ the Spanish corvette Adrevida went with the 
determination of ascertaining their precise situation, and in a 
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paper published by the Royal Hydrographical Society of Madrid 
in the year 1809, the following language is used respecting this 
expedition :—“ The corvette dérerida practised, in their im- 
mediate vicinity, from the twenty-first to the twenty-seventh 
of January, all the necessary observations, and measured by 
chronometers the difference of longitude between these islands 
and the port of Soledad in the Malninas. The is'ands are 
three ; they are very nearly in the same meridian ; the centre 
one is rather low, and the other two may be seen at nine leagues 
distance.” The observations made on board the cltrerida give 
the following results as the precise situation of each island. 
The most northern is in latitude 52° 37’ 24” S., longitude 47° 
43’ 15” W.; the middle one in latitude 53° 2' 40" S., longitude 
47° 55' 15” W.; and the most southern in latitude 53° 18’ 
22” S., longitude £7° 57° 15" W. 

On the twenty-seventh of January 1820 Captain James 
Weddell, of the British navy, sailed from Staten Land also in 
search of the Auroras. He reports that having made the most 
diligent search, and passed not only immediately over the spots 
indicated by the commander of the Aérerufa, but in every 
direction throughout the vicinity of these spots, he could dis 
cover no Indication of land. These contlicting statements have 
induced other navigators to look out for the islands ; and strange 
to say, while some have sailed through every inch of sea where 
they are supposed to le without finding them, there have been 
not a few who declare positively that they have seen them, 
and even been close in with their shores. It was Captain 
Guy’s intention to mahe every exertion within lis power to 
settle the question so oddly in dispute.* 

We kept on our course, between the south and west, with 
rarlable weather, until the twentieth of the month, when we 
found ourselves on the debated ground, being in latitude 53° 
15’ S., longitude 47° 58’ W.—that is to say, very nearly upon 


* Among the vessels which at various times have professed to mect with 
the Auroras may be mentioned the ship San Miguel, in 1769; the ship 
Aurora, in 1774; the brig Pear/, in 1779; and the ship Dolores, in 1790, 
They all agree in giving the mean latitude 58° S$, 
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the spot indicated as the situation of the most southern of the 
group. Not perceiving any sign of land, we continued to the 
westward in the parallel of fifty-three degrees south, as far as 
the meridian of fifty degrees west. We then stood to the north 
as far as the parallel of fifty-two degrees south, when we turned 
to the eastward, and kept our parallel by double altitudes, 
morning and evening, and meridian altitudes of the planets 
and moon. Having thus gone eastwardly to the meridian of 
the western coast of Georgia, we kept that meridian until we 
were in the latitude from which we set out. We then took 
diagonal courses throughout the entire extent of sea circum- 
scribed, keeping a look-out constantly at the masthead, and 
repeating our examination with the greatest care for a period 
of three weeks, during which the weather was remarkably 
pleasant and fair, with no haze whatsoever. Of course we were 
thoroughly satisfied that, whatever islands might have existed 
in this vicinity at any former period, no vestige of them 
remained at the present day. Since my return home I find 
that the same ground was traced over, with equal care, in 
1822, by Captain Johnson of the American schooner Henry, 
and by Captain Morrell in the American schooner Wusp—in 
both cases with the same result as in our own. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


Ir had been Captain Guy’s original intention, after satisfying 
himself about the Auroras, to proceed through the Strait of 
Magellan, and up along the western coast of Patagonia; but 
information received at Tristan d’Acunha induced him to steer 
to the southward, in the hope of falling in with some small 
islands said to lie about the parallel of 60° 8., longitude 41° 
20' W. In the event of his not discovering these lands, he 
designed, should the season prove favourable, to push on towards 
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the Pole. Accordingly, on the twelfth of December, we made 
sail in that direction. On the eighteenth we found ourselves 
about the station indicated by Glass, and cruised for three days 
in that neighbourhood without finding any traces of the islands 
he had mentioned. On the twenty-first, the weather being 
unusually pleasant, we again made sail to the southward, with 
the resolution of penetrating in that course as far as possible. 
Before entering upon this portion of my narrative, it may be 
as well, for the information of those readers who have paid little 
attention to the progress of discovery in these regions, to give 
some brief account of the very few attempts at reaching the 
Southern Pole which have hitherto been made. 

That of Captain Cook was the first of which we have any 
distinct account. In 1772 he sailed to the south in the Pesolu- 
tion, accompanicd by Lieutenant Furneanx in the Adventure. 
In December he found himself as far as the fifty-eighth parallel 
of south latitude, and in longitude 26° 57’ EF. Here he met 
with narrow fields of ice, about eight or ten inches thick, and 
running north-west and south-east. This ice was in large cakes, 
and usually it was packed so closely that the vessels had great 
difficulty in forcing a passage. At this period Captain Cook 
supposed, from the vast number of birds to be seen, and from 
other indications, that he was in the near vicinity of land. He 
kept on to the southward, the weather being exceedingly cold, 
until he reached the sixty-fourth parallel, in longitude 38° 14’ E. 
Weare he had mild weather, with gentle breezes, for five days, 
tne thermometer being at thirty-six. In January 1773 the 
vessels crossed the Antarctic circle, but did not succeed in 
penetrating much farther ; for, upon reaching latitude 67° 15’, 
they found all farther progress impeded by an immense body 
of ice, extending all along the southern horizon as far as the 
eye could reach. This ice was of every variety, and some large 
floes of it, miles in extent, formed a compact mass, rising eighteen 
or twenty feet above the water. It being late in the season, 
and no hope entertained of rounding these obstructions, Captain 
Cook now reluctantly turned to the northward. 

In the November following he renewed his search in the 
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Antarctic. In latitude 59° 40’ he met with a strong current 
setting to the southward. In December, when the vessels were 
in latitude 67° 31’, longitude 142° 54’ W., the cold was exces- 
sive, with heavy gales and fog. Here also birds were abundant; 
the albatross, the penguin, and the peterel especially. In 
latitude 70° 23’ some large islands of ice were encountered, 
and shortly afterwards the clouds to the southward were 
observed to be of a snowy whiteness, indicating the vicinity of 
field-ice. In latitude 71° 10’, longitude 106° 54’ W., the navi- 
gators were stopped, as before, by an immense frozen expanse, 
which filled the whole area of the southern horizon. The 
northern edge of this expanse was ragged and broken, so firmly 
wedged together as to be utterly impassable, and extending 
about a mile to the southward. Behind it the frozen surface 
was comparatively smooth for some distance, until terminated 
in the extreme background by gigantic ranges of ice mountains, 
the one towering above the other. Captain Cook concluded 
that this vast field reached the southern pole or was joined to 
a continent. Mr. J. N. Reynolds, whose great exertions and 
perseverance have at length succeeded in getting set on foot a 
national expedition, partly for the purpose of exploring these 
regions, thus speaks of the attempt of the Mesolution -—‘“ We 
are not surprised that Captain Cook was unable to go beyond 
71° 10’, but we are astonished that he did attain that point 
on the meridian of 106° 54’ west longitude. Palmer’s Land 
lies south of the Shetland, latitude 64°, and tends to the 
southward and westward farther than any navigator has yet 
penetrated. Cook was standing for this land when his progress 
was arrested by the ice ; which, we apprehend, must always be 
the case in that point, and so early in the season as the sixth 
of January—and we should not be surprised if a portion of the 
icy mountains described was attached to the main body of 
Palmer’s Land, or to some other portions of land lying farther 
to the southward and westward.” 

In 1803 Captains Kreutzenstern and Lisiausky were de- 
spatched by Alexander of Russia for the purpose of circum- 
navigat ng the globe. In endeavouring to get south, they made 
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no farther thin 59° 58’, in longitude 70° 15’ W. They here 
met with strong currents setting eastwardly. Whales were 
abundant, but they saw no ice. In regard to this voyage, Mr. 
Reynolds observes that 1f Kreutzenstern had arrived where he 
did earlier in the season he must have encountered ice; it was 
Mareh when he reached the latitude specified. The winds pre- 
vailing, as they do, from the southward and westward, had 
carried the floes, aided by currents, into that icy region bounded 
on the north by Georgia, east by Sandwich Land and the South 
Orkneys, and west by the South Shetland Islands, 

In 1822 Captain James Weddell, of the British navy, with 
two very small vessels, penetrated farther to the south than 
any previous navigator, and this, too, without encountering 
extraordinary difficulties. Ile states that although he was 
frequently hemmed in by ice before reaching the seventy second 
paralle!, yet, upon attaining it, not a particle was to be dis- 
covered, and that, upon arriving at the latitude of 74° 15’, no 
fields, and only three islands, of ice were visible. It is some- 
what remarkable that, although vast flocks of birds were seen, 
and other usual indications of land, and although, south of the 
Shetlands, unknown coasts were observed from the masthead 
tending southwardly, Weddell discourages the idea of land 
existing in the polar regions of the south. 

On the eleventh of January 1823 Captain Benjamin Morrell, 
of the Amcrican schooner Wusp, sailed from Kerguelen’s Land 
with a view of penetrating as far south as possible. On the 
first of February he found himself in latitude 64° 52’ S., longi- 
tude 118° 27’ E. The following passage is extracted from his 
journal of that date :—“ The wind soon freshened to an eleventh 
knot breeze, and we embraced this opportunity of making to 
the west ; being, however, convinced that the farther we went 
south beyon 1 latitude sixty-four degrees, the less ice was to be 
apprehended, we steered a little to the southward, until we 
crossed the Antarctic circle, and were in latitude 6$° 15’ E. In 
this latitude there was no jirld-ice, and very few ice islands in 
sight.” 

Under the date of March fourteerth I find also this entry ; 
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—‘‘ The sca was now entirely free of field-ice, and there were 
not more than a dozen ice islands in sight. At the same time 
the temperature of the air and water was at least thirteen 
degrees higher (more mild) than we had ever found it between 
the parallels of sixty and sixty-two south. We were now in 
latitude 70° 14'S., and the temperature of the air was forty- 
seven,.and that of the water forty-four. In this situation I 
found the variation to be 14° 27’ easterly per azimuth. .... 
J have several times passed within the Antarctic circle, on 
different meridians, and have uniformly found the temperature, 
both of the air and the water, to become more and more mild 
the farther I advanced beyond the sixty-fifth degree of south 
latitude, and that the variation decreases in the same propor- 
tion. While north of this latitude, say between sixty and 
sixty-five south, we frequently had great difficulty in finding 
a passave for the vessel between tlie immense and almost 
innumerable ice islands, some of which were from one to two 
miles in circumference, and more than five hundred feet above 
the surface of the water.” 

Being nearly destitute of fuel and water, and without proper 
instruments, 1t being also late in the season, Captain Morrell 
was now obliged to put back, without attempting any farther 
progress to the westward, although an entirely open sea lay 
before him. Fle expresses the opinion that, had not these over- 
ruling considerations obliged him to retreat, he could have 
penetrated, if not to the pole itself, at least to the eighty-fifth 
parallel. I have given his ideas respecting these matters some- 
what at length, that the reader may have an opportunity of 
seeing how far they were borne out by my own subsequent 
experience, 

In 1831 Captain Briscoe, in the employ of the Messieurs 
Enderby, whale-ship owners of London, sailed in the brig 
Lively for the South Seas, accompanied by the cutter Tula. 
On the twenty-eighth of February, being in latitude 66° 30'S., 
longitude 47° 13’ E., he descried land, and “clearly discovered 
through the snow the black peaks of a range of mountains 
running E.S.E.” He remained in this neighbourhood during 
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the whole of the following month, but was unable to approach 
the coast nearer than within ten leagues, owing to the boister- 
ous state of the weather. Finding it impossible to make 
farther discovery during this season, he returned northward to 
winter in Van Diemen’s Land. 

In the Leginning of 1832 he again proceeded southwardly, 
and on the fourth of February land was seen to the south-east 
in latitude 67° 15’, longitude 69° 29' W. This was soon found 
to be an island near the headland of the country he had first 
discovered. On the twenty-first of the month he succeeded in 
landing on the latter, and took possession of it in the name of 
William 1V., calling it Adelaide’s Island, in honour of the 
English queen. These particulars being made known to the 
Nioyal Geographical Society of London, the conclusion was 
drawn by that body “that there is a continuous tract of land 
extending from 47° 30' KE. to 69° 29’ W. longitude, running 
the parallel of from sixty-six to sixty-seven degrees south 
latitude.” In respect to this conclusion, Mr. Reynolds 
observes, “In the correctness of it we by no means concur ; 
nor do the discoveries of Briscoe warrant any such inference, 
It was within these limts that Weddell proceeded south on a 
meridian to the east of Georgia, Sandwich Land, and the South 
Orkney and Shetland Islands.” My own experience will be 
found to testify most directly to the falsity of the conclusion 
arrived at by the Society. 

These are the principal attempts which have been made at 
penetrating to a high southern latitude, and it will now be seen 
that there remained, previous to the voyage of tlie June, nearly 
three hundred degrees of longitude in which the Autarctic 
circle had not been crossed at all. Of course a wide field lay 
before us for discovery, and it was with feelings of most intense 
interest that I heard Captain Guy express his resolution of 
pushing boldly to the southward. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 


We kept our course southwardly for four days after giving up 
the search for Glass’s Islands, without mecting with any ice at 
all. On the twenty-sixth, at noon, we were in latitude 63° 23’ 
S., longitude 41° 25’ W. We now saw several large ice islands, 
and a floe of field-ice, not, however, of any great extent. The 
winds generally blew from the south-east or the north-east, but 
were very light. Whenever we had a westerly wind, which 
was seldom, it was invariably attended with a rain squall. 
Every day we had more or less snow. The thermometer, on 
the twenty-seventh, stood at thirty-five. 

January 1, 1828. This day we found ourselves completely 
hemmed in by the ice, and our prospects looked cheerless 
indecd. <A strong gale blew during the whole forenoon from 
the north-east, and drove large cakes of the drift against the 
rudder and counter with such violence that we all trembled for 
the consequences. Towards evening, the gale still blowing 
with fury, a large field in front separated, and we were enabled, 
by carrying a press of sail, to force a passave through the smaller 
flakes into sume open water beyond. As we approached this 
space we took in sail by degrees, and having at length got 
clear, lay to under a single reefed foresail. 

January 2. We had now tolerably pleasant weather. At 
noon we found ourselves in latitude 69° 10'S, longitude 42° 
20° W., having crossed the Antarctic circle. Very little ice 
was to be seen to the southward, although large fields of it lay 
behind us. This day we rigged some sounding-gear, using a 
large iron pot capable of holding twenty gallons, and a line of 
two hundred fathoms. We found the current setting to the 
north, about a quarter of a mile per hour. The temperature 
of the air was now about thirty-three. Here we found the 
variation to be 14° 23’ easterly per azimuth. 

January 5, We had still held on to the southward without 
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any very great impediments. On this morning, however, being 
in latitude 73° 15’ E., longitude 42° 10’ W., we were again 
brought to a stand by an immense expanse of firmice. We 
saw, nevertheless, much open water to the southward, and felt 
no doubt of being able to reach it eventually. Standing to the 
eastward along the edge of the floe, we at length came to a 
passage of about a mile in width, through which we warped 
our way by sundown, The sea in which we now were was 
thickly covered with ice islands, but had no field-iece, and we 
pushed on boldly as before. The cold did not seem to increase, 
although we had snow very frequently, and now and then hail 
squalls of great violonce. Immense flocks of the albatross flew 
over the schooner this day, going from south-east to north- 
west. 

January 7. The sea still remained pretty well open, so that 
we had no difficulty in holding on our course. 'To the west- 
ward we saw some icebergs of incredible size, and in the 
afternoon passed very near one whose stunmit could not have 
been less than four hundred fathoms from the surface of the 
ocean. Its girth was probably, at the base, three-quarters of 
a league, and several streams of water were running from 
crevices in its sides, We remained i sight of this island two 
days, and then only lost it in a fog, 

Jawory 10. Karly this morning we had the misfortune to 
lose a man overboard. He was an American, named Peter 
Vredenburgh, a native of New York, and was one of the most 
valuable hands on board the schooner. In going over the bows 
his foot slipped, and he fell between two cakes of ice, never 
rising again. At noon of this day we were in latitude 78° 30’, 
longitude 40° 15’ W. The cold was now excessive, and we 
had hail squalls continually from the northward and eastward. 
In this direction also we saw several more immense iccbergs, 
and the whole horizon to the eastward appeared to be blocked 
up with field-ice, rising in tiers, one mass above the other. 
Some driftwood floated by during the evening, and a great 
quantity of birds flew over, among which were nellies, peterels, 
albatrosses, and a large bird of a brilliant blue plumage. The 
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variation here per azimuth was less than it had been pre- 
viously to our passing the Antarctic circle. 

January 12, Our passage to the south again looked doubtful, 
as nothing was to be seen in the direction of the pole but one 
apparently limitless floe, backed by absolute mountains of 
ragged ice, one precipice of which arose frowningly above the 
other. We stood to the westward until the fourteenth, tn the 
hope of finding an entrance. 

January 14. This morning we reached the western extremity 
of the ficld which had impeded us, and, weathering it, came to 
an open sea, without a particle of ice. Upon sounding with 
two hundred fathoms, we here found a current setting south- 
wardly at the rate of half a mile per hour. The temperature 
of the air was forty-seven, that of the water thirty-four. We 
now sailed to the southward without meeting any interruption 
of moment until the sixteenth, when, at noon, we were in 
latitude 81° 21’, longitude 42° W. We here again sounded, 
and found a current setting still southwardly, and at the rate 
of three-quarters of a mile per hour. The variation per 
azimuth had diminished, and the temperature of the air was 
mild and pleasant, the thermometer being as high as fifty-one. 
At this period not a particle of ice was to be discovered. 
All hands on board now felt certain of attaining the pole. 

Junuary 17. This day was full of incident. Innumerable 
flights of birds flew over us from the southward, and several 
were shot from the deck: one of them, a species of pelican, 
proved to be excellent eating. About midday a small floe of 
ice was seen from the masthead off the larboard bow, and 
upon it there appeared to be some large animal. As the 
weather was good and nearly calm, Captain Guy ordered out 
two of the boats to see what it was, Dirk Peters and myself 
accompanied the mate in the larger boat. Upon coming up 
with the floe, we perceived that it was in the possession of a 
gigantic creature of the race of the Arctic bear, but far 
exceeding in size the largest of these animals. Being well 
armed, we made no seruple of attacking it at once. Several 
shots were fired in quick succession, the most of which took 
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effect apparently in the head and body. Nothing dis- 
couraged, however, the monster threw himself from the ice, 
and swam, with open jaws, to the boat in which were Peters 
and myself. Owing to the confusion which ensued among us 
at this unexpected turn of the adventure, no person was ready 
immediatcly with a second shot, and the bear had actually 
succeeded in getting half his vast bulk across our gunwale, 
and seizing one of the men by the small of his back, before 
any efficient means were taken to repel him. In this 
extremity nothing but the promptness and agility of Peters 
saved us from destruction. Leaping upon tho back of the 
huge beast, he plunged the blado of a knife behind the neck, 
reaching the spinal marrow at a blow. Tho brute tumbled 
into the sea lifeless, and without a struggle, rolling over 
Peters as he fell. The latter soon recovered himself, and a 
rope veing thrown him, he secured the carcase before entering 
the boat. We then returned in triumph to the schooner, 
towing our trophy behind us. This bear, upon admeasure- 
ment, proved to be full fifteen fect in his greatest length. 
His wool was perfectly white, and very coarse, curling tightly. 
The eyes were of a blood-red, and larger than those of the 
Arctic bear—the snout also more rounded, rather resembling 
the snout of the bull-dog. Theo meat was tender, but ex- 
cessively rank and fishy, although the men devoured it with 
avidity, and declared it excellent eating. 

Scarcely had we got our prize alongside, when the man at 
the masthead gave the joyful shout of “ land on the sturboard 
bow /” All hands were now upon the alort, and, a breeze 
springing up very opportunely from the northward and cast- 
ward, we were soon close in with the coast. It proved to be 
a low rocky islet, of about a league in circumference, and 
altogether destitute of vegetation, if we except a species of 
prickly pear. In approaching it from the northward, a 
singular ledge of rock is seen projecting into the sea, and 
bearing a strong resemblance to corded bales of cotton. 
Around this ledge to the westward is a small bay, at the 
bottom of which our boats effected a convenient landing, 
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It did not take us long to explore every portion of the 
island, but, with one exception, we found nothing worthy of 
our observation. In the southern extremity, we picked up 
near the shore, half-buried in a pile of loose stones, a piece of 
wood, which seemed to have formed the prow of a canoe. 
There had been evidently some attempt at carving upon it, 
and Captain Guy fancied that he made out the figure of a 
tortoise, but the resemblance did not strike me very forcibly. 
Besides this prow, if such it were, we found no other token 
that any living creature had ever been here before. Around 
the coast we discovered occasional small floes of ice—but 
these were very few. The exact situation of this islet (to 
which Captain Guy gave the name of Bennet’s Islet, in honour 
of lis partner in the ownership of the schooner) is 82° 50'S. 
latitude, 42° 20° W. longitude. 

We had now advanced to the southward more than eight 
degrees farther than any previous navigators, and the sea still 
lay perfectly open before us. We found, too, that the variation 
uniformly decreased as we proceeded, and, what was still more 
surprising, that the temperature of the air, and latterly of the 
water, became milder. The weather might even be called 
pleasant, and we had a steady but very gentle breeze always 
from some northern point of the compass. The sky was 
usually clear, with now and then a slight appearance of thin 
vapour in the southern horizon—this, however, was invariably 
of brief duration. Two difficulties alone presented themselves 
to our view ; we were getting short of fuel, and symptoms of 
scurvy had occurred among several of the crew. These con- 
siderations began to impress upon Captain Guy the necessity 
of returning, and he spoke of it frequently. For my own part, 
confident as I was of soon arriving at land of some description 
upon the course we were pursuing, and having every reason to 
believe, from present appearances, that we should not find it 
the sterile soil met with in the higher Arctic latitudes, I 
warmly pressed upon him the expediency of persevering, at 
least for a few days longer, in the direction we were now 
holding. So tempting an opportunity of solving the great 
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problem in regard to an Antarctic continent had never yet been 
afforded to man, and I confess that I felt myself bursting with 
indignation at the timid and ill-timed snggestions of our 
commander. I believe, indeed, that what I could not refrain 
from saying to him on this head had the effect of inducing him 
to push on. While, therefore, I cannot but lament the most 
unfortunate and bloody events which immediately arose from 
my advice, I must still be allowed to feel some degree of 
gratification at having been instrumental, however remotely, 
in opening to the eye of science one of the most intensely 
exciting secrets which has ever engrossed its attention. 


CHAPTER XVIIL 


JANUARY 18. This morning * we continued to the southward, 
with the same pleasant weather as before. The sca was 
entirely smooth, the air tolerably warm and from the north- 
east, the temperature of the water fifty-three. We now again 
got our sounding-gear in order, and, with a hundred and fifty 
fathoms of Ime, found the current setting towards the pole 
at the rate of a mile an hour. This constant tendency to the 
southward, both in the wind and current, caused some degree 
of speculation, and even of alarm, in different quarters of the 
schooner, and I saw distinctly that no little impression had 


* The terms morning and evening, which T have made use of to avoid 
confusion in my narrative, as far as possible, must not, of course, be taken 
in their ordinary sense. For a long time past we had no night at all, the 
daylight being continual. The dates throughout are according to nautical 
time, and the bearings must be understood as per compass. | would also 
remark, in this place, that I cannot, in the first portion of what is here 
written, pretend to strict accuracy in respect to dates, or latitudes and 
longitudes, having kept no regular journal until after the period of which 
this first portion treats. Tn many lustances I have relied altogether upon 
Memory. 
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been made upon the mind of Captain Guy. He was exceed- 
ingly sensitive to ridicule, however, and I finally succeeded in 
laughing him out of his apprehensions. The variation was 
now very trivial. In the course of the day we saw several 
large whales of the right species, and innumerable flights of 
the albatross passed over the vessel. We also picked up a 
bush, full of red berries, like those of the hawthorn, and the 
carcase of a singular-looking land animal. It was three feet 
in length, and but six inches in height, with four very short 
legs, the feet armed with long claws of a brilliant scarlet, and 
resembling coral in substance. The body was covered with a 
straight silky hair, perfectly white. The tail was peaked lke 
that of a rat, and about a foot and a half long. The head 
resembled a cat’s, with the exception of the ears—these were 
flapped lke the ears of a dog. The teeth were of the same 
brilliant scarlet as the claws. 

January 19. To-day, being in latitude 83° 20’, longitude 
43° 5’ W. (the sea being of an extraordinarily dark colour), 
we again saw land from the masthead, and, upon a closer 
scrutiny, found it to be one of a group of very large islands. 
The shore was precipitous, and the interior seemed to be well 
wooded, a circumstance which occasioned us great joy. In 
about four hours from our first discovering the land, we came 
to anchor in ten fathoms, sandy bottom, a league from the 
coast, as a high surf, with strong ripples here and there, 
rendered a nearer approach of doubtful expediency. The two 
largest boats were now ordered out, and a party, well armed 
(among whom were Peters and myself), proceeded to look for 
an opening in the reef which appeared to enciicle the island. 
After searching about for some time, we discovered an inlet, 
which we were entering, when we saw four large canoes put 
off from the shore, filled with men who seemed to be well 
armed. We waited for them to come up, and, as they moved 
with great rapidity, they were soon within hail. Captain Guy 
now held up a white handkerchief on the blade of an oar, 
when the strangers made a full stop, and commenced a loud 
jabbering all at once, intermingled with occasional shouts, in 


ARTHUR GORDON PYM. 335 


which we could distinguish the words Anamoo moo / and Lama- 
Lama/ They continued this for at least half an hour, during 
which we had a good opportunity of observing their appearance. 

In the four canoes, which might have been fifty feet long 
and five broad, there were a hundred and ten savages in all, 
They were about the ordinary stature of Europeans, but of a 
more muscular and brawny frame. Their complexion a jet 
black, with thick and long woolly hair. They were clothed 
in skins of an unknown black animal, shaggy and silky, and 
made to fit the body with some degree of skill, the hair being 
inside, except where turned out about the neck, wrists, and 
ankles. Their arms consisted principally of clubs, of a dark 
and apparently very heavy wood. Some spears, however, 
were observed among them, headed with flint, and a few 
slings. ‘The bottoms of the canoes were full of black stones 
about the size of a large egg. 

When they had concluded their harangue (for it was clear 
they intended their jabbering for such), one of them who 
seemed to be the chief stood up in the prow of his cance, and 
made signs for us to bring our boats alongside of him. This 
hint we pretended not to understand, thinking it the wiser 
plan to maintain, if possible, the interval between us, as their 
number mure than quadrupled our own. Finding this to be 
the case, the chief ordered the three other canoes to hold 
back, while he advanced towards us with his own. As soon 
as he came up with us he leaped on board the largest of our 
boats, and seated himself by the side of Captain Guy, pointing 
at the same time to the schooner, and repeating the words 
Anamoo-moo/ and Lama-Lama/ We now put back to the 
vessel, the four canoes following at a little distance. 

Upon getting alongside, the chief evinced symptoms of 
extreme surprise and delight, clapping his hands, slapping his 
thighs and breast, and laughing obstreperously. Ilis followers 
behind joined in his merriment, and for some minutes the din 
was so excessive as to be absolutely deafening. Quict being 
at length restored, Captain Guy ordered the boats to be 
hoisted up as a necessary precaution, and gave the chief 
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(whose name we soon found to be Tvo-wit) to understand that 
we could admit no more than twenty of his men on deck at 
one time. With this arrangement he appeared perfectly 
satisfied, and gave some directions to the canves, when one of 
them approached, the rest remaining about fifty yards off. 
Twenty of the savages now got on board, and proceeded to 
ramble over every part of the déck, and scramble about 
among the rigging, making themselves much at home, and 
examining every article with great inquisitiveness. 

It was quite evident that they had never before seen any 
of the white race, from whose complexion indeed they appeared 
to recoil. They believed the Jane to be a living creature, and 
seemcd to be afraid of hurting it with the points of their 
spears, carefully turning them up. Our crew were much 
amused with the conduct of Too-wit in one instance. The 
cook was splitting some wood near the galley, and by accident 
struck his axe into the deck, making a gash of considerable 
depth. The chief immediately ran up, and pushing the cook 
on one side rather roughly, commenced a_half-whine, half- 
how], strongly indicative of sympathy in what he cons‘dered 
the sufferings of the schooner, patting and smoothing the gash 
with lis hand, and washing it from a bucket of sca-water 
which stood by. This was a degree of ignorance for which 
we were not prepared, and for my part I could not help 
thinking sume of it affected. 

When the visitors had satisfied, as well as they could, their 
curiosity in rezard to our upper works, they were admitted 
below, when their amazement exceeded all bounds. Their 
astonishment now appeared far too deep for words, for they 
rouned about in silence, broken only by low ejaculations. 
The arms afforded them much food for speculation, and they 
were suffered to handle and examine them at leisure. I do 
not believe that they had the least suspicion of their actual 
use, but rather took them for idols, seeing the care we had 
of them, and the attention with which we watched their 
movements while handling them. At the great guns their 
wonder was redoub’ed. They appreached them with every 
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mark of the profoundest reverence and awe, but forhore to 
examine them minutely. There were two large mirrors in the 
cabin, and here was the acme of their amazement. Too-wit 
was the first to approach them, and he had got in the middle 
of the cabin, with his face to one and his back to the other 
before he fairly perceived them, Upon raising his eyes and 
secing his reflected self in the glass, I thought the savage 
would go mad, but upon turning short round to make a 
retreat, and beholding himself a second time in the opposite 
direction, I was afraid he would expire upon the spot. No 
persuasion could prevail upon him to take another look, but 
throwing himself upon the floor with his faee buried in his 
hands, he remained thus until we were obliged to drag him 
upon deck. 

The whole of the savages were admitted on board in this 
manner, twenty at a time, Too-wit being suffered to remain 
during the entire period. We saw no disposition to thievery 
among them, nor did we miss a single article after their 
departure. Throughout the whole of their visit they evinced 
the most friendly manner, There were, however, some points 
in their demeanour which we found it impossible to under- 
stand ; fur example, we could not get them to approach several 
very harmless objects, such as the schooner’s sails, an egg, an 
open book, or a pan of flour, We endeavoured to ascertain 
if they had among them any articles which might be turned 
to account in the way of traffic, but found great difficulty 
in being comprehended. We made out, nevertheless, what 
greatly astonished us, that the islands abounded in the large 
tortoise of the Gallipagos, one of which we saw in the canoe 
of Too-wit. We saw also some biche de mer in the hands of 
one of the savages, who was greedily devouring it in its 
natural state. These anomalies, for they were such when 
considered in regard to the latitude, induced Captain Guy to 
wish for a thorough investigation of the country, in the hope 
of making a profitable speculation in his discovery. For my 
own part, anxious as I was to know something more of these 


islands, I was still more earnestly bent on prosecuting the 
Y 
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voyage to the southward without delay. We had now fine 
weather, but there was no telling how long it would last, and 
being already in the eighty-fourth parallel, with an open sea 
before us, a current setting strongly to the southward, and the 
wind fair, I could not listen with any patience to a proposition 
of stopping longer than was absolutely necessary for the health 
of the crew and the taking on board a proper supply of fuel 
and fresh provisions. I represented to the captain that we 
might easily make this group on our return, and winter here 
in the event of being blocked up by the ice. He at length 
came into my views (fer in some way hardly known to myself 
I had acquired much influence over him), and it was finally 
resolved that, even in the event of our finding biche de mer, we 
should only stay here a week to recruit, and then push on to 
the southward while we might. Accordingly we made every 
necessary preparation, and under the guidance of Too-wit got 
the Jane through the reef in safety, coming to anchor about a 
mile from the shore in an excellent bay, completely land-locked, 
on the south-eastern coast of the main island, and in ten 
fathoms of water, black sandy bottom. At the head of this 
bay there were three fine springs (we were told) of good water, 
and we saw abundance of wood in the vicinity. The four 
canoes followed us in, keeping, however, at a respectful 
distanee. T'oo-wit himself remained on board, and upon our 
dropping anchor, invited us to accompany him on shore, 
and visit his village in the interior. To this Captain Guy 
consented, and ten savages being left on board as hostages, 
a party of us, twelve in all, got in readiness to attend the 
chief. We took care to be well armed, yet without evincing 
any distrust. The schooner had her guns run out, her 
boarding-nettings up, and every other proper precaution was 
taken to guard against surprise. Directions were left with the 
chief mate to admit no person on board during our absence, 
and in the event of our not appearing in twelve hours, to send 
the cutter with a swivel round the island in search of us. 

At every step we took inland the conviction forced itself 
upon us that we were in a country differing essentially from 
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any hitherto visited by civilised men. We saw nothing with 
which we had been formerly conversant. The trees resembled 
no growth of either the torrid, the temperate, or the northern 
frigid zones, and were altogether unlike those of the lower 
southern latitudes we had already traversed. The very rocks 
were novel in their mass, their colour, and their stratification ; 
and the streams themselves, utterly incredible as it may appear, 
had so little in common with those of other climates, that we 
were scrupulous of tasting them, and indeed had difficulty in 
bringing ourselves to believe that their qualities were purely 
those of nature. Ata small brook which crossed our path 
(the first we had reached) Too-wit and his attendants halted to 
drink. On account of the singular character of the water, we 
refused to taste it, supposing it to be polluted ; and it was not 
until some time afterwards we came to understand that such 
was the app« arance of the streams throughout the whole group. 
T am ata loss to give a distinct idea of the naturo of this liquid, 
and cannot do so without many words. Although it flowed 
with rapidity in all declivities where common water would do 
so, yet never, except when falling in a cascade, had it the cus- 
tomary appearance of limpidity. It was, nevertheless, in point 
of fact, as perfectly limpid as any limestone water in existence, 
the difference being only in appearance. At first sight, and 
especially in cases where little declivity was found, it bore 
resemblance, as regards consistency, to a thick infusion of gum- 
arabic in common water. But this was only the least remark- 
able of its extraordinary qualities. It was xvf colourless, nor 
was it of any one uniform colour—presenting to the eye as it 
flowed every possible shade of purple, like the hues of a change- 
able silk. This variation in shade was produced in a manner 
which excited as profound astunishment in the minds of our 
party as the mirror had done in the case of Too-wit. Upon 
collecting a basinful, and allowing it to settle thoroughly, we 
perceived that the whole mass of liquid was made up of a 
number of distinct veins, each of a distinct hue; that these 
veins did uot commingle ; and that their cohesion was perfect 
in regard to their own particles among themsclves, and imper- 
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fect in regard to neighbouring veins. Upon passing the blade 
of a knife athwart the veins, the water closed over it immedi- 
ately as with us, and also, in withdrawing it, all traces of the 
passage of the knife were instantly obliterated. If, however, 
the blade was passed down accurately between the two veins, a 
perfect separation was effected, which the power of cohesion 
did not immediately rectify. The phenomena of this water 
formed the first definite link in that vast chain of apparent 
miracles with which I was destined to be at length encircled. 


CHAPTER XIX. 


WE were nearly three hours in reaching the village, it being 
more than nine miles in the interior, and the path lying through 
a rugged country. As we passed along, the party of Too-wit 
(the whole hundred and ten savages of the canoes) was 
momentarily strengthened by smaller detachments, of from 
two to six or seven, which joined us, as if by accident, at 
different turns in the road. There appeared so much of system 
in this that I could not help feeling distrust, and I spoke to 
Captain Guy of my apprehensions. It was now too late, how- 
ever, to recede, and we concluded that our best security lay in 
evincing a perfect confidence in the good faith of Too-wit. We 
accordingly went on, keeping a wary eye upon the manceuvres 
of the savages, and not permitting them to divide our numbers 
by pushing in between. In this way, passing through a pre- 
cipitous ravine, we at length reached what we were told was 
the only collection of habitations upon the island. As we came 
in sight of them, the chief set up a shout, and frequently re- 
peated the word Klock-Klock ; which we supposed to be the 
name of the village, or perhaps the generic name for villages. 

The dwellings were of the most miserable description 
lmaginable, and, unlike those of even the lowest of the savage 
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races with which mankind are acquainted, were of no uniform 
plan. Some of them (and these we found belonged to the 
IVampuos or Yunpoos, the great men of the land) consisted of 
a tree cut down at about four feet from the root, with a large 
black skin thrown over it, and hanging in loose folds upon the 
ground. Under this the savage nestled. Others were formed 
by means of rough limbs of trees, with the withered foliage 
upon them, made to recline at an angle of forty-five degrecs 
against a bank of clay, heaped up, without regular form to the 
height of five or six feet. Others, again, were mere holes dug 
in the earth perpendicularly, and covered over with similar 
branches, these being removed when the tenant was about to 
enter, and pulled on again when he had entered. A few were 
built among the forked limbs of trees as they stood, the upper 
limbs being partially eut through, so as to bend over upon the 
lower, thus forming thicker shelter from the weather. The 
greater number, however, consisted of small shallow caverns, 
apparently scratched in the face of a precipitous ledge of dark 
stone resembling fuller’s earth, with which three sides of the 
village were bounded. At the door of each of these primitive 
caverns was a small rock, which the tenant carefully placed 
before the entrance upon leaving his residence, for what 
purpose 1 could not ascertain, as the stone itself was never of 
suflicient size to close up more than a third of the opening. 
This village, if it were worthy of the name, Jay in a valley 
of some depth, and could only be approached from the south- 
ward, the precipitous ledge of which I have already spoken 
cutting off all access in other directions. Through the middle 
of the valley ran a brawling stream of the same migical-looking 
water which has been described. We saw several strange 
animals about the dwellings, all appearing to be thoroughly 
domesticated. The largest of these creatures resembled our 
common hog in the structure of the body and snout; the tail, 
however, was bushy, and the legs slender as those of the 
antelope. Its motion was exceedingly awkward and indecisive, 
and we never saw it attempt to run. We noticed also several 
aninals very similar in appearance, but of greater length of 
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body, and covered with a black wool. There were a great 
yaricty of tame fowls running about, and these seeined to con- 
stitute the chief food of the natives. To our astonishment we 
saw black albatross among these birds in a state of entire 
domestication, going to sea periodically for food, but always 
returning to the village as a home, and using the southern 
shore in the vicinity as a place of incubation. There they were 
joined by their friends the pelicans as usual, but these latter 
never followed them to the dwellings of the savages. Among 
the other kinds of tame fowls were ducks, differing very little 
from the canvas-back of our own country, black gannets, and 
a large bird not unlike the buzzard in appearance, but not 
carnivorous. Of fish there seemed to be a great abundance. 
We saw during our visit a quantity of dried salmon, rock-cod, 
blue dolphins, inackerel, blackfish, skate, conger-eels, elephant- 
fish, mullets, soles, parrot-fish, leather-jackets, gurnards, hake, 
flounders, paracutas, and innumerable other varieties. We 
noticed, too, that most of them were similar to the fish about 
the group of the Lord Auckland Islands, in a latitude as low 
as fifty-one degrees south. The Gallipago tortoise was also 
very plentiful. We saw but few wild animals, and none of a 
large size, or of a specics with which we were familiar. One 
or two serpents of a formidable aspect crossed our path, but 
the natives paid them little attention, and we concluded that 
they were not venomous. 

As we approached the village with Too-wit and his party, a 
vast crowd of the people rushed out to meet us, with loud 
shouts, among which we could only distinguish the everlasting 
Anamoo-moo! and Lama-Lama! We were much surprised at 
perceiving that, with one or two exceptions, these new-comers 
were entirely naked, the skins being used only by the men of 
the canoes, All the weapons of the country seemed also to be 
in the possession of the latter, for there was no appearance of ' 
any among the villagers. There were a great many women 
and children, the former not altogether wanting in what might 
be termed personal beauty. They were straight, tall, and 
well formed, with a grace and freedom of carriage not to be 


ARTHUR GORDON PYM. 343 


found in civilised society. Their lips, however, like those of 
the men, were thick and clumsy, so that, even when laughing, 
the tecth were never disclosed. Their hair was of a finer 
texture than that of the males. Among these naked villagers 
there might have been ten or twelve who were clothed, lke 
the party of Too-wit, in dresses of black skin, and armed with 
lances and heavy clubs. These appeared to have great 
influence among the rest, and were always addressed by the 
title Wumpoo. These, too, were the tenants of the black skin 
palaces. That of Too-wit was situated in the centre of the 
village, and was much larger and somewhat better constructed 
than others of its kind. The tree which formed its support 
was cut off at a distance of twelve feet or thereabouts from 
the root, and there were several branches left just below, 
the cut, these serving to extend the covering, and in this 
way prevent its flapping about the trunk. The covering, 
too, which consisted of four very large skins fastened 
together with wooden skewers, was secured at the bottom 
with pegs driven through it and into the ground. The 
floor was strewed with a quantity of dry leaves by way of 
carpet. 

To this hut we were conducted with great solemnity, and 
as many of the natives crowded in after us as possible. 
Too-wit seated himself on the leaves, and made signs that we 
should follow his example. This we did, and presently found 
ourselves in a situation peculiarly uncomfortable, if indeed not 
critical. We were on the ground, twelve in number, with the 
savages, as many as forty, sitting on their has so closely 
around us that, if any disturbance had arisen, we should have 
found it impossible to make use of our arms, or indeed to have 
risen on our feet. Tlie pressure was not only inside the tent, 
but outside, where probably was every individual on the 
whole island, the crowd being prevented from trampling us to 
death only by the incessant exertions and vociferations of 
Too-wit. Our chief security lay, however, in the presence of 
Too-wit himself among us, and we resolved to stick by him 
closely, as the best chance of extricating ourselves from the 
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dilemma, sacrificing him immediately upon the first appear- 
ance of hostile design. 

After some trouble a certain degree of quiet was restored, 
when the chief addressed us in a specch of great length, and 
very nearly resembling the one delivered in the canoes, with 
the exception that the Anamvo-moos! were now somewhat 
more strenuously insisted upon than the Zama Lamas! We 
listened in profound silence until the conclusion of his harangue, 
when Captain Guy replied by assuring the chief of his eternal 
friendship and good-will, concluding what he had to say by a 
present of several strings of blue beads and a knife. At the 
former the monarch, much to our surprise, turned up his nose 
with some expression of contempt; but the knife gave him 
the most unlimited satisfaction, and he immediately ordered 
dinner. This was handed into the tent over the heads of the 
attendants, and consisted of the palpitating entrails of a 
species of unknown animal, probably one of the slim-legged 
hogs which we had observed in our approach to the village. 
Seeing us at a loss how to proceed, he began, by way of 
setting us an example, to devour yard after yard of the 
enticing food, until we could possibly stand it no longer, and 
evinced such manifest symptoms of rebellion of stomach as 
inspired his majesty with a degree of astonishment only 
inferior to that brought about by the looking-glasses, We 
declined, however, partaking of the delicacies before us, and 
endeavoured to make him understand that we had no appetite 
whatever, having Just finished a hearty déjruner. 

When the monarch had made an end of his meal, we com- 
menced a series of cross-questioning In every Ingenious manner 
we could devise, with a view of discovering what were the 
chief productions of the country, and whether any of them 
might be turned to profit. At length he seemed to have some 
idea of our meaning, and offered to accompany us to a part of 
the coast where he assured us the biche de mer (pointing to a 
specimen of that animal) was to be found in great abundance. 
We were glad at this early opportunity of escaping from the 
oppression of the crowd, and signified our eagerness to pro- 
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ceed, We now left the tent, and, accompanied by the whole 
population of the villace, followed the chief to the south eastern 
extremity of the istand, not far from the bay where our vessel 
lay at anchor. We waited here for about an hour, until the 
four canoes were brought round by some of the savages to our 
station. The whole of our party then getting into one of 
them, we were paddled along the edge of the reef before men- 
tioned, and of another still farther out, where we sawa fargreater 
quantity of biche de mer than the oldest seamen among us had 
ever seen In those groups of the lower latitudes most celebrated 
for this article of commerce. We stayed near these recfs only 
long enough to satisfy ourselves that we could easily load a 
dozen vessels with the animal if necessary, when we were 
taken alongside the schooner, and parted with Too-wit, after 
obtaining from him a promise that he would bring us in the 
course of twenty-four hours as many of the eanvas-back ducks 
and Gallipago tortoises as his canoes would hold. In the 
whole of this adventure we saw nothing in the demeanour 
of the natives calculated to create suspicion, with the single 
exception of the systematic manner in which their party was 
strenythened duwing our route from the schooner to the 
Villave, 


CHAPTER XX. 


THE chief was as good as his word, and we were soon plenti- 
fully supplied with fresh provision. We found the tortoises 
as fine as we had ever seen, and the ducks surpassed our best 
species of wild-fowl, being exceedingly tender, juicy, and well 
flavoured. Besides these, the savages brought us, upon cur 
making them comprehend our wishes, a vast quantity of brown 
celery and scurvy-grass, with a canoe-load of fresh fish and 
some dried. The celery was a treat indeed, and the scurvy- 
grass proved of incalculable benefit in restoring those of our 
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men who had shown symptoms of disease. In a very short 
time we had not a single person on the sick-list. We had also 
plenty of other kinds of fresh provision, among which may be 
mentioned a species of shell-fish resembling the mussel in 
shape, but with the taste of an oyster. Shrimps, too, and 
prawns were abundant, and albatross and other birds’ eggs 
with dark shells. We took in, too, a plentiful stock of the 
flesh of the hog which I have mentioned before. Most of the 
men found it a palatable food, but I thought it fishy and other- 
wise disagreeable. In return for these good things we pre- 
sented the natives with blue beads, brass trinkets, nails, 
knives, and pieces of red cloth, they being fully delighted in 
the exchange. We established a regular market on shore, 
just under the guns of the schooner, where our barterings weie 
carried on with every appearance of good faith, and a degree 
of order which their conduct at the village of Klock Nluck had 
not led us to expect from the savages. 

Matters went on thus very amicably for several days, 
during which parties of the natives were frequently on board 
the schooner, and parties of our men frequently on shore, 
making long excursions into the interior, and receiving no 
molestation whatever. JT inding the ease with which the 
vessel night be loaded with biche de mer, owing to the friendly 
disposition of the islanders, and the readiness with which 
they would render us assistance in collecting it, Captain Guy 
resolved to enter into negotiation with Too-wit for the erection 
of suitable houses in which to cure the article, and for the 
services of himself and tribe in gathering as much as possible, 
while he himself took advantage of the fine weather to pro- 
secute his voyage to the southward. Upon mentioning this 
project to the chief, he seemed very willing to enter into an 
agreement. A bargain was accordingly struck, perfectly 
satisfactory to both parties, by which it was arranged that, 
after making the necessary preparations, such as laying off the 
proper grounds, erecting a portion of the buildings, and doing 
some other work in which the whole of our crew would be 
required, the schooner should proceed on her route, leaving 
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three of her men on the island to superintend the fulfilment 
of the project, and instruct the natives in drying the diche de 
mer. In regard to terms, these were made to depend upon 
the exertions of the savages in our absence. They were to 
receive a stipulated quantity of blue beads, knives, red cloth, 
and so forth, for every certain number of piculs of the biche de 
mer which should be ready on our return. 

A description of the nature of this important article of com- 
merce, and the method of preparing it, may prove of some 
interest to my readers, and I can find no more suitable place 
than this for introducing an account of it. The following 
comprehensive notice of the substance is taken from a modern 
history of a voyage of the South Seas, 

“Tt is that woldusca from the Indian Seas which is known 
in commerce by the French name bouche de mer (a nice morsel 
from the sea) If I am not much mistaken, the celebrated 
Cuvier calls it gusteropoda pulmonifera. It is abundantly 
gathered in the coasts of the Pacific Islands, and gathered 
especially for the Chinese market, where it commands a great 
price, perhaps as much as the much-talked-of edible birdy’ 
nests, which aie probably made up of the gelatinous matter 
picked up by a species of swallow from the body of these 
mollusce. They have no shell, no legs, nor any prominent 
part, except an absorbing and an excretory, opposite organs ; but 
by their elastic wings, like caterpillars or worms, they creep 
in shallow waters, in which, when low, they can be seen by a 
kind of swallow, the sharp bill of which, inserted in the soft 
animal, draws a gummy and filamentous substance, which, by 
drying, can be wiought into the solid walls of their nest. 
Hence the name of gasteropodu pulmontfera. 

‘‘This mollusca is oblong, and of different sizes, from three 
to eighteen inches in length ; and I have seen a few that were 
not less than two feet long. They are nearly round, a little 
flattish on one side, which lies next the bottom of the sea ; 
and they are from one to eight inches thick. They craw] up 
into shallow waters at particular seasons of the year, probably 
for the purpose of gendering, as we often find them in pairs, 
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It is when the sun has the most power on the water, rendering 
it tepid, that they approach the shore; and they often go up 
into places so shallow that, on the tide’s receding, they are 
left dry, exposed to the heat of the sun. But they do not 
bring forth their young in shallow water, as we never see any 
of their progeny, and the full-grown ones are always observed 
coming in from deep water. They feed principally on that 
class of zoophytes which produce the coral. 

“The liche de mer is generally taken in three or four feet 
water ; after which they are brought on shore, and split at one 
end with a knife, the incision being one inch or more, accord- 
ing to the size of the mollusca. Through this opening the 
entrails are forced out by pressure, and they are much like 
those of any other small tenant of the deep. The article is 
then washed, and afterwards boiled to a certain degree, which 
must not be too much or too little. They are then buried in 
the ground for four hours, then boiled again for a short time, 
after which they are dried, either by the fire or the sun. 
Those cured by the sun are worth the most; but where one 
picul (1334 Ibs.) can be cured that way, I can cure thirty piculs 
by the fire. When once properly cured, they can be kept in 
a dry place for two or three years without any risk ; but they 
should be examined once in every few months, say four times 
a year, to see if any dampness is likely to affect them. 

“The Chinese, as before stated, consider biche de mer a very 
great luxury, believing that it wonderfully strengthens and 
nourishes the system, and renews the exhausted system of the 
immoderate voluptuary. The first quality commands a high 
price in Canton, being worth ninety dollars a picul ; the second 
quality, seventy-five dollars; the third, fifty dollars; the fourth, 
thirty dollars; the fifth, twenty dollars; the sixth, twelve 
dollars; the seventh, eight dollars; and the eighth, four dollars ; 
small cargoes, however, will often bring more in Manilla, 
Singapore, and Batavia.” 

An agreement having been thus entered into, we proceeded 
immediately to land everything necessary for preparing the 
buildings and clearing the ground. A large flat space near 
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the eastern shore of the bay was sclected, where thero was 
plenty both of wood and water, and within a convenient dis- 
tance of the principal reefs on which the bdiche de mer was to 
be procured. We now all set to work in good earnest, and 
soon, to the great astonishment of the savages, had felled a 
sufficient number of trees for our purpose, getting them quickly 
in order for the framework of the houses, which in two or 
three days were so far under way that we could safely trust 
the rest of the work to the three men whom we intended to 
leave behind. These were John Carson, Alfred TIarris, 
Peterson (all natives of London, I believe), who volunteerod 
their services in this respect. 

By the last of the month we had everything in readiness for 
departure. We had agreed, however, to pay a formal visit of 
leave-taking to the village, and Too-wit insisted so pertinaci- 
ously upon our keeping the promise, that we did not think it 
advisable to run the risk of offending him by a final refusal. 
T believe that not one of us had at this time the slightest 
suspicion of the good faith of the savages. They had uniformly 
behaved with the greatest decorum, aiding us with alacrity in 
our work, offering us their commodities, frequently without 
price, and never, in any instance, pilfering a single article, 
although the high value they set upon the gvods we had with 
us was evident by the extravagant demonstrations of joy always 
manifested upon our making them a present. The women 
especially were most obliging in every respect, and, upon the 
whole, we should have been the most suspicious of human 
beings had we entertained a single thought of perfidy on the 
part of the people who treated us so well. A very short while 
sufficed to prove that this apparent kindness of disposition 
was only the result of a deeply laid plan for our destruction, 
and that the islanders, for whom we entertained such inordinate 
feelings of esteem, were among the most barbarous, subtle, 
and bloodthirsty wretches that ever contaminated the face of 
the globe. 

It was on the first of February that we went on shore for 
the purpose of visiting the village, Although, as said before, 
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we entertained not the slightest suspicion, still no proper pre- 
caution was neglected. Six men were left in the schooner, 
with instructions to permit none of the savages to approach 
the vessel during our absence, under any pretence whatever, 
and to remain constantly on deck. The boarding-nettings 
were up, the guns double-shotted with grape and canister, and 
the swivels loaded with canisters of musket balls. She lay, 
with her anchor apeak, about a mile from the shore, and no 
canoe could approach her in any direction without being 
distinctly seen and exposed to the full fire of our swivels 
immediately. 

The six men being left on board, our shore party consisted 
of thirty-two persons in all. We were armed to the tecth, 
having with us muskets, pistols, and cutlasses, besides each a 
long kind of seaman’s knife, somewhat resembling the bowie- 
knife now so much used throughout our western and southern 
country. A hundred of the black skin warriors met us at the 
landing for the purpose of accompanying us on our way. We 
noticed, however, with some surprise, that they were now 
entirely without arms; and upon questioning Too-wit in 
relation to this circumstance, he merely answered that A/uftee 
non we pa pa si—meaning that there was no need of arms 
where all were brothers. We took this in good part, and 
proceeded. 

We had passed the spring and rivulet of which I before 
spoke, and were now entering upon a nairow gorge leading 
through the chain of soapstone hills among which the village 
was situated. This gorge was very rocky and uneven, so 
much so that 1t was with no little difficulty we scrambled 
through it on our first visit to Klock-Klock. The whole 
length of the ravine might have been a mile and a half, or 
probably two miles. It wound in every possible direction 
through the hills (having apparently formed, at some remote 
period, the bed of a torrent), in no instance procecding 
more than twenty yards without an abinpt turn. The 
sides of this dell would have averaged, I am sure, seventy 
or eighty feet in perpendicular altitude throughout the 
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whole of their extent, and in some portions they arose to 
an astonishing height, overshadowing the pass so completely 
that but little of the light of day could penetrate. The 
general width was about forty feet, and occasionally it 
diminished so as not to allow the passage of more than five 
or six persons abreast. Jn short, there could be no place 
in the world better adapted for the consummation of an 
ambuscade, and it was no more than natural that we should 
look carefully to our arms as we entered upon it. When 
I now think of our egregious folly, the chief subject of 
astonishment seems to be that we should have ever ventured, 
under any circumstances, so completely into the power of 
unknown savages as to permit them to march both before 
and behind us in our progress through this ravine. Yet 
such was the order we blindly took up, trusting foolishly to 
the force of our party, the unarmed condition of 'Too-wit 
and his men, the certain efficacy of our firearms (whose 
effect was yet a secret to the natives), and more than all to 
the long-sustained pretension of friendship kept up by these 
infamous wretches. Five or six of them went on before, as 
if tu lead the way, ostentatiously busying themselves in 
removing the larger stones and rubbish from the path. 
Next came our own party. We walked closely together, 
taking care only to prevent separation, Behind followed 
the main body of the savages, observing unusual order and 
decorum. 

Dirk Peters, a man nained Wilson Allen, and myself, were 
on the night of our companions, examining, as we went along, 
the singular stratificauon of the precipice which overhung us. 
A fissure in the soft rock attracted our attention. It was 
about wide enough for one person to enter without squeezing, 
and extended back into the hill some eighteen or twenty feet 
in a straight course, sloping afterwards to the left. The 
height of the opening, as far as we could sec into it from the 
main gorge, was perhaps sixty or seventy fect. There were 
one or two stunted shrubs growing from the crevices, bearing 
a species of filbert, which 1 felt some curiosity to examine, 
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and pushed in briskly for that purpose, gathering five or six 
of the nuts at a grasp, and then hastily retreating. As I 
turned, I found that Peters and Allen had followed me. I 
desired them to go back, as there was not room for two 
persons to pass, saying they should have some of my nuts. 
They accordingly turned, and were scrambling back, Allen 
being close to the mouth of the fissure, when I was suddenly 
aware of a concussion resembling nothing I had ever before 
experienced, and which impressed me with a vague concep- 
tion, if indeed I then thought of anything, that the whole 
foundations of the solid globe were suddenly rent asunder, 
and that the day of universal dissolution was at hand, 


CHAPTER XX1L 


As soon as I could collect my scattered senses, I found 
myself nearly suffocated, and grovelling in utter darkness 
among a quantity of loose earth, which was also falling 
upon me heavily in every direction, threatening to bury me 
entirely. JTorribly alarmed at this idea, I struggled to gain 
my feet, and at length succeeded. I then remained motion- 
Jess for some moments, endeavouting to conceive what had 
happened to me, and where I was. Presently I heard a deep 
groan just at my ear, and afterwards the smothered voice of 
Peters calling to me for aid in the name of God. I scrambled 
one or two paces forward, when I fell dircetly over the head 
and shoulders of my companion, who, I soon discovered, was 
buried in a loose mass of earth as far as his middle, and 
struggling desperately to free himself from the pressure. I 
tore the dirt from around him with all the energy I could 
command, and at length sueceeded in getting him out. 

As soon as we sufliciently recovered from our fright and 
surprise to be capable of conversing rationally, we both came 
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to the conclusion that the walls of the fissure in which we 
‘had ventured had, by some convulsion of nature, or probably 
from their own weight, caved in overhead, and that we were 
consequently lost for ever, being thus entombed alive. For 
along time we gave up supinely to the most intense agony 
and despair, such as cannot be adequately imagined by those 
who have never been in a similar situation. I firmly believed 
that no incident ever occurring in the course of human events 
is more adapted to inspire the supremeness of mental and 
bodily distress than a case like our own, of living inhumation. 
The blackness of darkness which envelopes the victim, the 
terrific oppression of lungs, the stifling fumes from the damp 
earth, unite with the ghastly considerations that we are 
beyond the remotest confines of hope, and that such is the 
allotted portion of the dead, to carry into the human heart a 
degree of appalling awe and horror not to be tolerated—never 
to he conceived. 

At length Peters proposed that we should endeavour to 
ascertain precisely the extent of our calamity, and grope 
about our prison ; it being barely possible, he observed, that 
some opening might be yet left us for escape. I caught 
eagerly at this hope, and arousing myself to exertion, 
attempted to foree my way through the loose earth. 
Hardly had I advanced a single step before a glimmer 
of light became perceptible, enough to convince me that, at 
all events, we should not immediately perish for want of air. 
We now took some degree of heart, and encouraged cach 
other to hope for the best. Having scrambled over a bank 
of rubbish which impeded our farther progress in the direc- 
tion of the light, we found less difficulty in advancing, and 
also experienced some relief from the excessive oppression 
of lungs which had tormented us. Presently we were 
enabled to.obtain a glimpse of the objects around, and 
discovered that we were near the extremity of the straight 
portion of the fissure, where it made a turn to the left. A 
few struggles more, and we reached the bend, when, to our 


inexpressible joy, there appeared a long scam or crack extend- 
Z 
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ing upward a vast distance, generally at an angle of about 
forty-five degrees, aluhough sometimes much more precipitous. 
We could not see through the whole extent of this opening ; 
but as a good deal of light came down it, we had little doubt 
of finding at the top of it (if we could by any means reach 
the top) a clear passage into the open air. 

I now called to mind that three of us had entered the 
fissure from the main gorge, and that our companion, Allen, 
was still missing ; we determined at once to retrace our steps 
and look for him. After a long search, and much danger 
from the farther caving in of the earth above us, Peters at 
length cried out to me that he had hold of our companion’s foot, 
and that his whole body was deeply buried beneath the rubbish, 
beyond a possibility of extricating him. I soon found that what 
he said was too true, and that, of course, life had been long 
extinct. With sorrowful hearts, therefore, we left the corpse 
to its fate, and again made our way to the bend. 

The breadth of the seam was barely sufficient to admit us, 
and after one or two ineffectual efforts at getting up, we began 
once more to despair. I have before said that the chain of 
hills through which ran the main gorge was composed of a 
species of soft rock resembling soapstone. The sides of the 
cleft we were now attempting to ascend were of the same 
material, and so excessively slippery, being wet, that we could 
get but little foothold upon them, even in their least pre- 
cipitous parts; in some places, where the ascent was nearly 
perpendicular, the difficulty was of course much aggravated ; 
and indeed for some time we thought it insurmountable. 
We took courage, however, from despair; and what, by dint 
of cutting steps in the soft stone with our bowie-knives, and 
swinging, at the risk of our lives, to small projecting points 
of a harder species of slaty rock which now and then pro- 
truded from the general mass, we at length reached a natural 
platform, from which was perceptible a patch of blue sky, at 
the extremity of a thichly-wooded ravine. Looking back 
now, with somewhat more lcisuie, at the passage through 
which we had thus far proceeded, we clearly saw, from the 
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appearance of its sides, that it was of late formation, and we 
concluded that the concussion, whatever it was, which had so 
unexpectedly overwhelmed us, had also at the same moment 
laid open this path for escape. Being quite exhausted with 
exertion, and indeed so weak that we were scarcely able to 
stand or articulate, Peters now proposed that we should 
endeavour to bring our companions to the rescue by firing 
the pistols which still remained in our girdles—the pies 
as well as cutlasses had been lost among the loose earth at 
the bottom of the chasm. Subsequent events proved that, 
had we fired, we should have sorely repented it; but luckily 
a half suspicion of foul play had by this time arisen in 
my min, and we forbore to let the savages know of our 
whereabouts, 

After having reposed for about an hour we pushed on 
slowly up the ravine, and had gone no great way before we 
heard a succession of tremendous yells. At length we reached 
what might be called the surface of the ground, for our path 
hitherto, since leaving the platform, had lain beneath an arch- 
way of high rock and foliage, at a vast distance overhead. 
With great caution we stole to a narrow opening through 
which we had a clear sight of the surrounding country, when 
the whole dreadful secret of the concussion broke upon us in 
one moment and at one view. 

The spot from which we looked was not far fiom the 
summit of the highest peak in the range of the soapstone 
hills. The gorge in which our party of thirty-two had 
entered ran within fifty feet to the left of us. But for at 
least one hundred yards the channel or bed of this gorge was 
entirely filled up with the chaotic ruins of more than a million 
tons of earth and stone that had been artificially tumbled within 
it. The means by which the vast mass had been precipitated 
were not more simple than evident, for sure traces of the 
murderous work were yet remaining. In several spots along 
the top of the eastern side of the gorge (we were now on the 
western) might be seen stakes of wood driven into the earth. 
In these spots the earth had not given way, but throughout 
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the whole extent of the face of the precipice from which the 
mass had fallen, it was clear, from marks left in the soil 
resembling those made by the drill of the rock-blaster, that 
stakes similar to those we saw standing had been inserted at 
not more than a yard apart, for the length of perhaps three 
hundred feet, and ranging at about ten feet back from the 
edge of the gulf. Strong cords of grape-vine were attached 
to the stakes still remainin,, on the hill, and it was evident 
that such cords had also been attached to each of the other 
stakes. I have already spoken of the singular stratification 
of these soapstone hills, and the description just given of the 
narrow and deep fissure through which we effected our escape 
from inhumation will afford a further conception of its nature. 
This was such that almost every natural convulsion would 
be sure to split the soil into perpendicular layers or ridges 
running parallel with one another, and a very moderate exer- 
tion of art would be sufficient for effecting the same purpose. 
Of this stratification the savages had availed themselves to 
accomplish their treacherous ends. There can be no doubt 
that by the continuous line of stakes a partial rupture of the 
soil has been brought about, probably to the depth of one or 
two feet, when by means of a savage pulling at the end of 
each of the cords (these cords being attached to the tops of 
the stakes and extending back from the edge of the cliff) a 
vast leverage power was obtained, capable of hurling the 
whole face of the hill upon a given signal into the bosom of 
the abyss below. The fate of our poor companions was no 
longer a matter of uncertainty. We alone had escaped from 
the tempest of that overwhelming destruction, We were the 
only living white men upon the island, 
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CHAPTER XXII. 


Orr situation, as it now appeared, was scarcely less dreadful 
than when we had conceived ourselves entombed for ever. We 
saw before us no prospect but that of being put to death by the 
savages, or of dragging out a miserable existence in captivity 
among them. We might, to be sure, conceal ourselves for a 
time from their observation among the fastnesses of the hills, 
and, ag a final resort, in the chasm from which we had just 
issued ; but we must either perish in the long Polar winter 
through cold and famine, or be ultimately discovered in our 
efforts tc obtain relief. 

The whole country around us seemed to be swarming with 
savages, crowds of whom, we now perceived, had come over 
from the islands to the southwards on flat rafts, doubtless with 
a view of lending their aid in the capture and plunder of the 
Jane. The vessel still lay calmly at anchor in the bay, those 
on board being apparently quite unconscious of any danger 
awaiting them. How we longed at that moment to be with 
them! either to aid in effecting their escape, or to perish with 
them in attempting a defence. We saw no chance even of 
warning them of their danger, without bringing immediate 
destruction upon our own heads, with but a remote hope of 
benefit to them. A pistol fired might suffice to apprise them 
that something wrong had occurred; but the report could not 
possibly inform them that their only prospect of safety lay 
in getting out of the harbour forthwith—it could not tell 
them that no principles of honour now bound them to remain, 
that their companions were no longer among the living. 
Upon hearing the discharge they could not be more 
thoroughly prepared to meet the foe, who were now getting 
ready to attack, than they already were, and always had been. 
No good, therefore, and infinite harm, would result from our 
firing, and, after mature dcliberation, we forbore. 
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Our next thought was to attempt a rush towards the vessel, 
to seize one of the four canoes which lay at the head of the 
bay, and endeavour to force a passage on board. But the 
utter impossibility of succeeding in this desperate task soon 
became evident. The country, as I said before, was literally 
swarming with the natives, skulking among the bushes and 
recesses of the hills, so as not to be observed from the 
schooner. In our immediate vicinity especially, and blockad- 
ing the sole path by which we could hope to attain the shore 
in the proper point, were stationed the whole party of the black 
skin warriors, with Too-wit at their head, and apparently only 
waiting for some re-enforcement to commence his onset upon 
the Jane. The canoes, too, which lay at the head of the bay, 
were manned with savages, unarmed, it is true, but wha 
undoubtedly had arms within reach. We were forced, 
therefore, however unwillingly, to remain in our place of 
concealment, mere spectators of the conflict which presently 
ensued. 

In about half an hour we saw some sixty or seventy rafts, 
or flat boats, with outriggers, filled with savages, and coming 
round the southern bight of the harbour. They appeared to 
have no arms except short clubs, and stones which lay in the 
bottom of the rafts. Immediately afterwards another de- 
tachment, still larger, approached in an opposite direction, 
and with similar weapons. The four canoes, too, were now 
quickly filled with natives, starting up from the bushes at the 
head of the bay, and put off swiftly to join the other parties. 
Thus, in less time than I have taken to tell it, and as if by 
magic, the Jane saw herself surrounded by an immense 
multitude of desperadoes evidently bent upon capturing her 
at all hazards. 

That they would succeed in so doing could not be doubted 
for an instant. The six men left in the vessel, however 
resolutely they might engage in her defence, were altogether 
unequal to the proper management of the guns, or in any 
manner to sustain a contest at such odds. I could hardly 
imagine that they would make resistance at all, but in this 
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was deceived ; for presently I saw them get springs upon the 
cable, and bring the vessel’s starboard broadside to bear upon 
the canoes, which by this time were within pistol range, the 
rafts being nearly a quarter of a mile to windward. Owing 
to some cause unknown, but most probably to the agitation 
of our poor friends at seeing themselves in so hopeless a 
situation, the discharge was an entire failure. Not a canoe 
was hit or a single savage injured, the shots striking short 
and ricochéling over their heads. The ouly effect produced 
upon them was astonishment at the unexpected report and 
smoke, which was so excessive that for some moments I almost 
thought they would abandon their design entii ly, and return 
to the shore; and this they would most likely have done had 
our men followed up their broadside by a discharge of small 
arms, in which, as the canoes were now so near at hand, they 
could not have failed in doing some execution, suflicient at 
least to deter this party from a farther advance, until they 
could have given the rafts also a broadside. But, in place of 
this, they left the canoe party to recover from their panic, 
and, by looking about them, to sce that no injury had been 
sustained, while they flew to the larboard to get ready for 
the rafts. 

The discharge to larboard produced the most terrible effect. 
The star and double-headed shot of the large guns cut seven 
or eight of the rafts completely asunder, and killed, perhaps, 
thirty or forty of the savages outright, while a hundred of 
them at least were thrown into the water, the most of them 
dreadfully wounded, The remainder, frightened out of their 
senses, commenced at once a precipitate retreat, not even 
waiting to pick up their maimed companions, who were 
swimming about in every direction, screaming and yelling 
for aid. This great success, however, came too late for the 
salvation of our devoted people. The canve party were 
already on board the schooner to the number of more than a 
hundred and fifty, the most of them having succeeded in 
scrambling up the chains and over the boarding-nettings even 
before the matches had been applied to the larboard guns. 
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Nothing now could withstand their brute rage, Our men 
were borne down at once, overwhelmed, trodden under foot, 
and absolutely torn to pieces in an instant. 

Seeing this, the savages on the rafts got the better of their 
fears, and came up in shoals to the plunder. In five minutes 
the Jane was a pitiable scene indeed of havoc and tumultuous 
outrage. The decks were split open and ripped up; the 
cordage, sails, and everything moveable on deck demolished 
as if by magic; while, by dint of pushing at the stern, towing 
with the canoes, and hauling at the sides, as they swam in 
thousands around the vessel, the wretches finally forced her 
on shore (the cable having been slipped), and delivered her 
over to the good offices of Too-wit, who, during the whole of 
the engagement, had maintained, like a skilful general, his 
post of security and reconnaissance among the hills, but, now 
that the victory was completed to his satisfaction, conde- 
scended to scamper down with his warriors of the black skin, 
and become a partaker in the spoils. 

Too-wit’s descent left us at liberty to quit our hiding-place 
and reconnoitre the Jull in the vicinity of the chasm. At 
about fifty yards from the mouth of it we saw a small spring 
of water, at which we slaked the burning thirst that now 
consumed us. Not far from the spring we discovered several 
of the filbert bushes which I mentioned before. Upon tasting 
the nuts we found them palatable, and very nearly resembling 
in flavour the common English filbert. We collected our 
hats full immediately, deposited them within the ravine, 
and returned for more. While we were busily employed in 
gathering these, a rustling in the bushes alarmed us, and we 
were upon the point of stealing back to our covert, when a 
large black bird of the bittern species strugglingly and slowly 
arose above the shrubs. I was so much startled that I could 
do nothing, but Peters had sufficient presence of mind to run 
up to it before it could make its escape, and seize it by the 
neck. Its struggles and screams were tremendous, and we 
had thoughts of letting it go, lest the noise should alarm 
some of the savages who might be still lurking in the 
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neighbourhood. <A stab with a bowie-knife, however, at 
length brought it to the ground, and we dragged it into the 
ravine, congratulating ourselves that, at all events, we had 
thus obtained a supply of food enough to last us for a week. 

We now went out again to look about us, and ventured a 
considerable distance down the southern declivity of the hill, 
but met with nothing else which could serve us for food. We 
therefore collected a quantity of dry wood and returned, 
secing one or two large parties of the natives on their way to 
the village, laden with the plunder of the vessel, and who, we 
were apprehensive, might discover us in passing beneath the 
hill. 

Our next care was to render our place of concealment as 
secure as possible, and, with this object, we arranged some 
brushwood over the aperture which I have before spoken of 
as the one through which we saw the patch of blue sky, on 
reaching the platform from the interior of the chasm. We 
left only a very small opening, Just wide enough to admit of 
our secing the bay, without the risk of being discovered from 
below, Having done this, we congratulated ourselves upon 
the security of the position; for we were now completely 
excluded from observation as long as we chose to remain 
within the ravine itself and not venture out upon the hill. 
We could perceive no traces of the savages having ever been 
within this hollow; but, indeed, when we came to reflect 
upon the probability that the fissure through which we 
attained it had been only just now created by the fall of the 
cliff opposite, and that no other way of attaining it could be 
perceived, we were not so much rejoiced at the thought of 
being secure from molestation as fearful lest there should be 
absolutely no means left us for descent. We resolved to 
explore the summit of the hill thoroughly, when a good 
opportunity should offer. In the meantime we watched the 
motions of the savages through our loophole. 

They had already made a complete wreck of the vessel, 
and were now preparing to set her on fire. In a little while 
we saw the smoke ascending in huge volumes from her main- 
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hatchway, and, shortly afterwards, a dense mass of flame 
burst up from the forecastle. The rigging, masts, and what 
remained of the sails caught immediately, and the fire spread 
rapidly along the decks. Still a great many of the savages 
retained their stations about her, hammering with large 
stones, axes, and cannon balls at the bolts and other copper 
and iron work. On the beach, and in canoes and rafts, there 
were not less, altogether, in the immediate vicinity of the 
schooner, than ten thousand natives, besides the shoals of 
them, who, laden with booty, were making their way inland 
and over to the neighbouring islands. We now anticipated 
a catastrophe, and were not disappointed. First of all there 
came a smart shock (which we felt distinctly where we were, 
as if we had been slightly galvanized), but unattended with 
any visible signs of an explosion. The savages were evidently 
startled, and paused for an instant from their labours and 
yellings. They were upon the point of recommencing, when 
suddenly a mass of smoke puffed up from the decks, re- 
sembling a black and heavy thunder-cloud—then, as if from 
its bowels, arose a tall stream of vivid fire to the height 
apparently of a quarter of a mile—then there came a sudden 
circular expansion of the flame—then the whole atmosphere 
was magically crowded, in a single instant, with a wild chaos 
of wood, and metal, and human limbs—and, lastly, came the 
concussion in its fullest fury, which hurled us impetuously 
from our feet, while the hills echoed and re-echoed the 
tumult, and a dense shower of the minutest fragments of the 
ruins tumbled headlong in every direction around us. 

The havoc among the savages far excceded our utmost 
expectation, and they had now indeed reaped the full and 
perfect fruits of their treachery. Perhaps a thousand perished 
by the explosion, while at least an equal number were desper- 
ately mangled. The whole surface of the bay was literally 
strewn with the struggling and drowning wretches, and on 
shore matters were even worse. They seemed utterly 
appalled by the suddenness and completeness of their dis- 
comfiture, and nade no efforts at assisting one another. Ab 
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length we observed a total change in their demeanour. Fiom 
absolute stupor, they appeared to be all at once aroused to 
the highest pitch of excitement, and rushed wildly about, 
going to and from a certain point on the beach, with the 
strangest expressions of mingled horror, rage, and intense 
curiosity depicted on their countenances, and shouting at the 
top of their voices Teheli-li! Tekeli-li! 

Presently we saw a large body go off into the hills, whence 
they returned in a short time, carrying stakes «f wood. These 
they brought to the station where the crowd was the thickest, 
which now separated so as to afford us a view of the object of 
all this excitement. We perceived something white lying upon 
the ground, but could not immediately make out what it was. 
At length we saw that it was the carcase of the strange animal 
with the scarlet teeth and claws which the schooner had picked 
up at sea on the eighteenth of January. Captain Guy had had 
the body preserved for the purpose of stuffing the skin and 
taking it to England. I remember he had given some directions 
about it just before our making the island, and it had been 
brought into the cabin and stowed away in one of the lockers, 
It had now been thrown on shore by the explosion; but why 
it had occasioned so much concern among the savages was more 
than we could comprehend. Although they crowded around 
the carcase at a little distance, none of them seemed willing 
to approach it closely. By and by the men with the stakes 
drove them in a circle around it, and, no sooner was this 
arrangement completed, than the whole of the vast assemblage 
rushed into the interior of the island, with loud screams of 
Tekelt lil Lekeli-lil 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 


DunrinG the six or seven days immediately following we 
remained in our hiding-place upon the hill, going out only oc- 
casionally, and then with the greatest precaution, for water and 
filberts. We had made a kind of pent-house on the platform, 
furnishing it with a bed of dry leaves, and placing in it three 
large flat stones, which served us for both fireplace and table. 
We kindled a fire without difficulty by rubbing two pieces of 
dry wood together, the one soft, the other hard. The bird we 
had taken in such good season proved excellent eating, although 
somewhat tough. It was not an oceanic fowl, but a species of 
bittern, with jet black and grizzly plumage, and diminutive 
wings in proportion to its bulk. We afterwards saw three of 
the same kind in the vicinity of the ravine, apparently sceking 
for the one we had captured ; but, as they never alighted, we 
had no opportunity of catching them. 

As long as tlis fowl lasted we suffered nothing from our 
situation, but it was now entirely consumed, and it became 
absolutely necessary that we should look out for provision. 
The filberts would not satisfy the cravings of hunger, afflicting 
us, too, with severe gripings of the bowels, and, if freely indulged 
in, with violent headache. We had seen several large tortoises 
near the sea-shore to the eastward of the hill, and perceived 
they might be easily taken if we could get at them without the 
observation of the natives. It was resolved, therefore, to make 
an attempt at descending. 

We commenced by going down the southern declivity, which 
seemed to offer the fewest difficulties, but had not proceeded a 
hundred yards before (as we had anticipated from appearances 
on the hill-top) our progress was entirely arrested by a branch 
of the gorge in which our companions had perished. We now 
passed along the edge of this for about a quarter of a mile, 
when we were aga'n stopped by a precipice of immense depth, 
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and, not being able to make our way along the brink of it, we 
were forced to retrace our steps by the main ravine. 

We now pushed over to the eastward, but with precisely 
similar fortune. After an hour’s scramble, at the risk of 
breaking our necks, we discovered that we had merely 
descended into a vast pit of black granite, with fine dust at 
the bottom, and whence the only egress was by the rugged 
path in which we had come down. Toiling again up this path, 
we now tried the northern edge of the hill, Here wo were 
obliged to use the greatest possible caution in our mancuvres, 
as the least indiscretion would expose us to the full view of 
the savages in the village. We crawled along therefore on 
our hands and knees, and occasionally were even forced to 
throw ourselves at full length, dragging our bodies along by 
means of the shrubbery. Jn this careful manner we had 
proceeded but a little way when we arrived at a chasm far 
deeper than any we had yet seen, and leading directly into 
the main gorge. Thus our fears were fully contirmed, and we 
found ourselves cut off entirely from acccss to the world below. 
Thoroughly exhausted by our exertions, we made the best of 
our way back to the platform, and throwing ourselves upon 
the bed of leaves, slept sweetly and soundly fur some hours. 

For several days after this fruitless search we were occupied 
in exploring every part of the summit of the hill in order to 
inform ourselves of its actual resources. We found that it 
would afford us no food, with the exception of the unwhole- 
some filberts, and a rank species of scurvy-grass, which grew 
in a little patch of not more than four rods square, and would 
soon be exhausted. On the fifteenth of February, as near as 
I can remember, there was not a blade of this left, and the 
nuts were growing scarce ; our situation therefore could hardly 
be more lamentable.* On the sixteenth we again went round 
the walls of our prison in hope of finding some avenue of 
escape, but to uo purpose. We also descended the chasm in 
which we had been overwhelmed, with the faint expectation 


*This day was rendered remarkable by our observing in the south 
several huge wreaths of the greyish vapour I have before spoken of. 
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of discovering through this channel some opening to the main 
ravine. Here, too, we were disappointed, although we found 
and brought up with us a musket. 

On the seventeenth we set out with the determination of 
examining more thoroughly the chasm of black granite into 
which we had made our way in the first searche We remem- 
bered that one of the fissures in the sides of this pit had been 
but partially looked into, and we were anxious to explore it, 
although with no expectation of discovering here any opening. 

We found no great difficulty in reaching the bottom of the 
hollow as before, and were now sufficiently calm to survey it 
with some attention. It was indeed one of the most singular- 
looking places imaginable, and we could scarcely bring our- 
selves to believe it altogether the work of nature. The pit, 
from its eastern to its western extremity, was about five 
hundred yards in length when all its windings were threaded ; 
the distance from east to west in a straight line not being 
more (I should suppose, having no means of accurate 
examination) than forty or fifty yards. Upon first descending 
into the chasm, that is to say for a hundred feet downward 
from the summit of the hill, the sides of the abyss bore little 
resemblance to each other, and apparently had at no time 
been connected, the one surface being of the soapstone and 
the other of marl, granulated with some metallic matter. 
The average breadth or interval between the two cliffs was 
probably here sixty feet, but there seemed to be no regularity 
of formation. Passing down, however, beyond the limit 
spoken of, the interval rapidly contracted, and the sides 
began to run parallel, although for some distance farther 
they were still dissimilar in their material and form of 
surface, Upon arriving within fifty feet of the bottom, a 
perfect regularity commenced. The sides were now entirely 
uniform in substance, in colour, and in lateral direction, the 
material being a very black and shining granite, and the 
distance between the two sides, at all points, facing each 
other, exactly twenty yards. The precise formation of the 
chasm will be best understood by means of a delineation taken 
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upon the spot; for I had luckily with me a pocket-book and 
pencil, which I preserved with great care through a long 
series of subsequent adventure, and to which I am indebted 
for memoranda of many subjects which would otherwise have 
been crowded from my remembrance, 





Figure 1. 


This figure (see figure 1) gives the general outlines of the 
chasm, without the minor cavities, in the sides of which there 
were several, each cavity having a corresponding protuberance 
opposite. The bottom of the gulf was covered to the depth of 
three or four inches with a powder almost impalpable, beneath 
which we found a continuation of the black granite. To the 
right, at the lower extremity, will be noticed the appearance 
of a small opening; this is the fissure alluded to above, and 
to examine which more minutely than before was the object 
ef our second visit. We now pushed into it with vigour, 
cutting away a quantity of brambles which impeded us, and 
removing a vast heap of sharp flints somewhat resembling 
arrow-heads in shape. We were encouraged to persevere, 
however, by perceiving some little light proceeding from the 
farther end. We at length squeezed our way for about 
thirty fect, and found that the aperture was a low and 
regularly-formed arch, having a bottom of the same im- 
palpable powder as that in the main chasm. A strong light 
now broke upon us, and, turning a short bend, we found 
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ourselves in another lofty chamber, similar to the one we had 
left in every respect, but longitudinal in form. Its general 
figure is here given. (See figure 2.) 





Figure 2 


The total length of this chasm, commencing at the opening 
a and proceeding round the curve 0b to the extremity d, is five 
hundred and fifty yards. At c we discovered a small aperture 
similar to the one through which we had issued from the 
other chasm, and this was choked up in the same manner 
with brambles and a quantity of the white arrow-hcad flints. 
We forced our way through it, finding it about forty feet long, 
and emerged into a third chasm. This, too, was precisely 
like the fist, except in its longitudinal shape, which was thus. 
(See figure 3.) 
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Figure 3. Figure 5. 


We found the entire length of the third chasm three 
hundred and twenty yards. At the point a was an opening 
about six feet wide, and extending fifteen feet into the rock, 
where it terminated in a bed of marl, there being no other 
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chasm beyond, as we had expected. We were about leaving 
this fissure, into which very little light was admitted, when 
Peters called my attention to a range of singular-looking 
indentures in the surface of the marl forming the termination 
of the cul-de-sac. Witha very slight exertion of the imagi- 
nation, the lft, or most northern of these indentures might 
have been taken for the intentional, although rude, representa- 
tion of a human figure standing erect, with outstretched arm. 
The rest of them bore also some little resemblance to 
alphabetical characters, and Peters was willing, at all events, 
to adopt the idle opinion that they were really such. I 
convinced him of his error, finally, by directing his attention 
to the floor of the fissure, where, among the powder, we 
picked up piece by piece, several large flakes of the marl, 
which had evidently been broken off by some convulsion from 
the surface where the indentures were found, and which had 
projecting points exactly fitting the indentures ; thus proving 
them to have been the work of nature. Figure 4 presents an 
accurate pis of the whole. 
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Figure 4, 


After satisfying ourselves that these singular caverns afforded 
us no means of escape from our prison, we made our way 
back, dejected and dispirited, to the summit of the hill. 
Nothing worth mentioning occurred during the next twenty- 
four hours, except that in examining the ground to the east- 
ward of the third chasm, we found two triangular holes 
of great depth, and also with black granite sides. Into these 
holes we did not think it worth while to attempt descending, 


as they had the appearance of mere natural wells, without 
2A 
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outlet. They were each about twenty yards in circumference, 
and their shape, as well as relative position in regard to the 
third chasm, is shown in figure 5, page 368, 


CHAPTER XXIV. 


On the twentieth of the month, finding it altogether impos- 
sible to subsist any longer upon the filberts, the use of which 
occasioned us the most excruciating torment, we resolved 
to make a desperate attempt at descending the southern 
declivity of the hill. The face of the precipice was here of 
the softest species of soapstone, although nearly perpendicular 
throughout its whole extent (a depth of a hundred and fifty 
fect at the least), and in many places even overarching. After 
long search, we discovered a narrow ledge about twenty feet 
below the brink of the gulf; upon this Peters contrived to 
leap, with what assistance I could render him by means of 
our pocket - handkerchiefs tied together. With somewhat 
more difficulty I also got down, and we then saw the possi- 
bility of descending the whole way by the process in which 
we had clambered up from the chasm, when we had been 
buried by the fall of the hill—that is, by cutting steps in the 
face of the soapstone with our knives. The extreme hazard 
of the attempt can scarcely be conceived, but as there was no 
other resource we determined to undertake it. 

Upon the ledge where we stood there grew some filbert 
bushes, and to one of these we made fast an end of our rope 
of handkerchiefs. The other end being tied round Peters’s 
waist, I lowered him down over the edge of the precipice until 
the handkerchiefs were stretched tight. He now proceeded 
to dig a deep hole in the soapstone (as far in as eight or ten 
inches), sloping away the rock above to the height of a foot, 
or thereabout, so as to allow of his driving, with the butt of a 
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pistol, a tolerably strong peg into the levelled surface. I 
then drew him up for about four feet, when he made a hole 
similar to the one below, driving in a peg as before, and 
having thus a resting-place for both feet and hands. I now 
unfastened the handkerchiefs from the bush, throwing him the 
end, which he tied to the peg in the uppermost hole, letting 
himself down gently to a station about three feet lower than 
he had yet been, that is, to the full extent of the handker- 
chicfs, Here he dug another hole, and drove another peg. 
Ile then drew himself up, so as to rest his feet in the hole 
just cut, taking hold with his hands upon the peg in the one 
above. It was now necessary to untie the handkerchiefs 
from the topmost peg, with the view of fastening them to the 
second ; and here he found that an error had been committed 
in cutting the holes at so great a distanco apart. LLlowever, 
after one or two unsuccessful and dangerous attempts at 
reaching the knot (having to hold on with his left hand 
while he laboured to undo the fastening with his right), ho at 
length cut the string, leaving six inches of it affixed to the 
peg. Tying the handkerchiefs now to the second peg, 
lhe descended to a station below the third, taking care not 
to go too far down. By these means (means which I should 
never have conceived of myself, and fur which we were 
indebted altogether to Peters’s ingenuity and resolution) my 
companion finally succeeded, with the occasional aid of 
projections in the cliff, in reaching the bottom without 
accident. 

It was some time before I could summon sufficient resolution 
to follow him; but I did at length attempt it. Peters had 
taken off his shirt before descending, and this, with my own, 
formed the rope necessary for the adventure. After throwing 
down the musket found in the chasm, I fastened this rope to 
the bushes, and let myself down rapidly, striving, by the vigour 
of my movements, to banish the trepidation which I could 
overcome in no other manner, This answered sufficiently well 
for the first four or five steps; but presently I found my 
imagination growing terribly excited by thoughts of the vast 
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depth yet to be descended, and the precarious nature of the 
pegs and soapstone holes which were my only support. It was 
in vain I endeavoured to banish these reflections, and to keep 
my eyes steadily bent upon the flat surface of the cliff before 
me. The more earnestly I struggled not to think, the more 
intensely vivid became my conceptions, and the more horribly 
distinct. At length arrived that crisis of fancy, so fearful in 
all similar cases, the crisis in which we begin to anticipate the 
feelings with which we shall fall—to picture to ourselves the 
sickness, and dizziness, and the last struggle, and the half- 
swoon, and the final bitterness of the rushing and headlong 
descent. And now I found these fancies creating their own 
realities, and all imagined horrors crowding upon me in fact. 
I felt my knees strike violently together, while my fingers 
were gradually yet certainly relaxing their grasp. There was 
a ringing in my ears, and I said, “ This is my knell of death!” 
And now I was consumed with the irrepressible desire of 
looking below. I could not, I would not, confine my glances 
to the cliff; and with a wild, indefinable emotion, half of 
horror, half of a relieved oppression, I threw my vision far 
down into the abyss. For one moment my fingers clutched 
convulsively upon their hold, while, with the movement, the 
faintest possible idea of ultimate escape wandered like a shadow 
through my mind—in the next my whole soul was pervaded 
with a longing to fall ; a desire, a yearning, a passion utterly 
uncontrollable. I Jet go at once my grasp upon the peg, and, 
turning half round from the precipice, remained tottering 
jor an instant against its naked face. But now there came a 
spinning of the brain; a shrill-sounding and phantom voice 
screamed within my ears; a dusky, fiendish, and filmy figure 
stood immediately beneath me; and, sighing, I sunk down 
with a bursting heart, and plunged within its arms. 

I had swooned, and Peters had caught me as I fell. He had 
observed my proceedings from his station at the bottom of the 
cliff ; and perceiving my Imminent danger, had endeavoured to 
inspire me with courage by every suggestion he could devise ; 
although my confusion of mind had been so great as to prevent 
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my hearing what he said, or being conscious that he had even 
spoken to me at all. At length, seeing me totter, ho hastened 
to ascend to my rescue, and arrived just in time for my 
preservation. Had I fallen with my full weight, the rope of 
linen would inevitably have snapped, and I should have been 
precipitated into the abyss ; as it was, he contrived to let me 
down gently, so as to remain suspended without danger until 
animation returned, This was in about fifteen minutes. On 
recovery, my trepidation had entirely vanished; I felt a new 
being, and, with some little further aid from my companion, 
reached the bottom also in safety. 

We now found ourselves not far from the ravine which had 
proved the tomb of our friends, and to the southward of the 
spot where the hill had fallen. The place was one of singular 
wildness, and its aspect brought to my mind the descriptions 
given by travellers of those dreary regions marking the site 
of degraded Babylon. Not to speak of the ruins of the dis- 
ruptured cliff, which formed a chaotic barrier in the vista to 
the nurthward, the surface of the ground in every other 
direction was strewn with huge tumuli, apparently the wreck 
of some gigantic structures of art; although, in detail, no 
semblance of art could be detected. Scoriz were abundant, 
and large shapeless blocks of the black granite, intermingled 
with others of marl,* and both granulated with metal. Of 
vegetation there were no traces whatsoever throughout the 
whole of the desolate area within sight. Several immense 
scorpions were seen, and various reptiles not elsewhere to be 
found in the high latitudes. 

As food was our most immediate object, we resolved to 
make our way to the sea-coast, distant not more than half a 
mile, with a view of catching turtle, several of which we had 
observed from our place of concealment on the hill. We had 
proceeded some hundred yards, threading our route cautiously 
between the huge rocks and tumuli, when, upon turning a 
corner, five savages sprung upon us from a small cavern, felling 


* The marl was also black; indeed, we noticed no light-coloured 
substance of any kind upon the island. 
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Peters to the ground with a blow from a club. As he fell the 
whole party rushed upon him to secure their victim, leaving 
me time to recover from my astonishment. I still had the 
musket, but the barrel had received so much injury in being 
thrown from the precipice that I cast it aside as uscless, 
preferring to trust my pistols, which had been carefully 
preserved in order. With these I advanced upon the assailants, 
firing one after the other in quick succession. Two savages 
fell, and one, who was in the act of thrusting a spear into 
Peters, sprang to his feet without accomplishing his purpose, 
My companion being thus released, we had no further difficulty. 
He had his pistols also, but prudently declined using them, con- 
fiding in his great personal strength, which far exceeded that 
of any person I have ever known. Seizing a club from one of 
the savages who had fallen, he dashed out the brains of the three 
who remained, killing each instantaneously with a single blow 
of the weapon, and leaving us completely masters of the field. 
So rapidly had these events passed, that we could scarcely 
believe in their reality, and were standing over the bodies of 
the dead in a specics of stupid contemplation, when we were 
brought to recollection by the sound of shouts in the distance. 
It was clear that the savages had been alarmed by the firing, 
and that we had little chance of avoiding discovery. To regain 
the cliff, it would be necessary to proceed in the direction of 
the shouts ; and even should we succeed in arriving at its base, 
we should never be able to ascend it without being seen. Our 
situation was one of the greatest peril, and we were hesitating 
in which path to commence a flight, when one of the savages 
whom I had shot, and supposed dead, sprang briskly to his 
feet, and attempted to make his escape. We overtook him, 
however, before he had advanced many paces, and were about 
to put him to death, when Peters suggested that we might 
derive some benefit from forcing him to accompany us in our 
attempt at escape. We therefore dragged him with us, making 
him understand that we would shoot him if he offered resistance. 
In a few minutes he was perfectly submissive, and ran by our 
si les as we pushed in among the rocks making for the sca-shore. 
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So far the irregularities of the ground we had been traversing 
hid the sea, except at intervals, from our sight, and when we 
first had it fairly in view it was perhaps two hundred yards 
distant, As we emerged into the open beach we saw, to our 
great dismay, an immense crowd of the natives pouring from 
the village, and from all visible quarters of the island, making 
towards us with gesticulations of extreme fury, and howling 
like wild beasts. We were upon the point of turning upon 
our steps, and trying to secure a retreat among the fastnesses 
of the rougher ground, when I discovered the bows of two 
canoes projecting from behind a large rock which ran out into 
the water. Towards these we now ran with all spced, and, 
reaching them, found them unguarded, and without any 
other freight than three of the large Gallipago turtles and 
the usual supply of paddles for sixty rowers. Wo instantly 
took posscesion of one of them, and forcing our captive 
on board, pushed out to sea with all the strength we could 
command. 

We had not made, however, more than fifty yards from 
the shore before we became sufficiently calm to perceive tho 
great oversight of which we had been guilty in leaving the 
other canoe in the power of the savages, who by this time 
were not more t! an twice as far from the beach as ourselves, 
and were rapidly alvancing to the pursuit. No time was 
now to be lost. Our hope was at best a forlorn one, but we 
had none other. It was very doubtful whether, with the 
utmost exertion, we could get back in time to anticipate them 
in taking possession of the canoe, but yet there was a chance 
that we could. We might save ourselves if we succeeded, 
while not to make the attempt was to resign ourselves to 
inevitable butchery. 

The canoe was modelled with the bow and stern alike, and 
in place of turning it around we merely changed our position 
in paddling. As soon as the savages perceived this they 
redoubled their yells, as well as their speed, and approached 
with inconceivable rapidity. We pulled, however, with all 
the energy of desperation, and arrived at the contested point 
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before more than one of the natives had attained it. This 
man paid dearly for his superior agility, Peters shooting him 
through the head with a pistol as he approached the shore. 
The foremost among the rest of his party were probably some 
twenty or thirty paces distant as we seized upon the canoe. 
We at first endeavoured to pull her into the deep water, 
beyond the reach of the savages, but finding her too firmly 
aground, and there being no time to spare, Peters, with one 
or two heavy strokes from the butt of the musket, succeeded in 
dashing out a large portion of the bow and of one side. 
We then pushed off. Two of the natives by this time had 
got hoid of our boat, obstinately refusing to let go, until we 
were forced to despatch them with our knives. We were 
now clear off, and making great way out to sea. The main 
body of the savages, upon reaching the broken canve, set up 
the most tremendous yell of rage and disappointment con- 
celvable. In truth, from everything I could see of these 
wretches, they appeared to be the most wicked, hypocritical, 
vindictive, bloodthirsty, and altogether fiendish race of men 
upon the face of the globe. It is clear we should have had no 
mercy had we fallen into their hands. They made a mad 
attempt at following us in the fractured canoe, but finding 
it useless, again vented their rage in a series of hideous 
vociferations, and rushed up into the hills. 

We were thus relieved from immediate dancer, but our 
situation was still sufficiently gloomy. We knew that four 
canoes of the kind we had were at one time in the possession 
of the savages, and were not aware of the fact (afterwards 
ascertained from our captive) that two of these had been 
blown to pieces in the explosion of the Jane Guy. We 
calculated, therefore, upon being yet pursued as soon as our 
enemies could get round to the bay (distant about three miles) 
where the boats were usually laid up. Fearing this, we made 
every exertion to leave the island behind us, and went rapidly 
through the water, forcing the prisoner to take a paddle. In 
about half an hour, when we had gained probably five or six 
-miles to the southward, a large fleet of the flat-bottomed 
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canoes or rafts were seen to emerge from the bay, evidently 
with the design of pursuit. Presently they put back, despair- 
ing to overtake us. 


CHAPTER XXV. 


WE now found ourselves in the wide and desolate Antarctic 
Ocean, in a latitude exceeding eighty-four degrees, in a frail 
canoe, and with no provision but the three turtles. The long 
Polar winter, too, could not be considered as far distant, and 
it became necessary that we shouid deliberate well upon the 
course to be pursued. There were six or seven islands in 
sight belouzing to the same group, and distant from each other 
about five or six leagues, but upon neither of these had we any 
intention to venture. In coming from the northward in the 
June Guy we had been gradually leaving behind us the 
severest regions of ice—this, however little it may be in 
accordance with the generally received notions respecting the 
Antarctic, was a fact experience would not permit us to deny. 
To attempt, therefore, getting back would be folly—especially 
at so late a period of the season. Only one course seemed to 
be left open for hope. We resolved to steer boldly to the 
southward, where there was at least a probability of discover- 
ing other lands, and more than a probability of finding a still 
milder climate. 

So far we had found the Antarctic, like the Arctic Ocean, 
peculiarly free from violent storms or immodecrately rough 
water ; but our canoe was at best of frail structure, although 
large, and we set busily to work with a view of rendering her 
as safe as the limited means in our possession would admit. 
The body of the boat was of no better material than bark— 
the bark of a tree unknown. The ribs were of a tough osier, 
well adapted to the purpose for which it was used. We had 
fifty feet room from stem to stern, from four to six in breadth, 


378 THE NARRATIVE OF 


and in depth throughout four feet and a half—the boats thus 
differing vastly in shape from those of any other inhabitants of 
the Southern Ocean with whom civilised nations are acquainted. 
We never did belicve them the workmanship of the ignorant 
islanders who owned them, and some days after this period 
discovered, by questioning our captive, that they were in fact 
made by the natives of a group to the south-west of the 
country where we found them, having fallen accidentally 
into the hands of our barbarians. What we could do for the 
security of our boat was very little indeed. Several wide 
rents were discovered near both ends, and these we con- 
trived to patch up with pieces of woollen jacket. With the 
help of the superfluous paddles, of which there were a great 
many, we crected a kind of framework about the bow, so as to 
break the force of any seas which might threaten to fill us in 
that quarter. We also set up two paddle-blades for masts, 
placing them opposite cach other, one by each gunwale, thus 
saving the necessity of a yard, ‘To these masts wo attached a 
sail made of our shirts—doing this with some difficulty, as here 
we could get no assistance from our prisoner whatever, although 
he had been willing enough to labour in all the other operations. 
The sight of the linen seemed to affect him in a very singular 
manner. He could not be prevailed upon to touch it or go 
near it, shuddering when we attempted to force him, and 
shrieking out Zekeli-li / 

Ilaving completed our arrangements in regard to the security 
of the canoe, we now set sail to the south-south-east for the 
present, with the view of weathering the most southerly of the 
group in sight. This being done, we turned the bow full to 
the southward, The weather could by no means be considered 
disagreeable. We had a prevailing and very gentle wind from 
the northward, a smooth sea, and continual daylight. No ice 
whatever was to be seen ; nor did I ever see one particle of this 
after leaving the parallel of Bennett's Islet. Indeed, the tempera- 
ture of the water was here far too warm for its existence in 
any quantity. Having killed the largest of our tortoises, and 
obtained from him not only food, but a copious supply of water, 
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we continued on our course, without any incident of moment, 
for perhaps seven or eight days, during which period we must 
have proceeded a vast distance to the southward, as the wind 
blew constantly with us, and a very strong current sct 
continually in the direction we were pursuing. 

March 1.* Many unusual phenomena now indicated that we 
were entering upon a region of novelty and wonder. A high 
range of light grey vapour appeared constantly in the southern 
horizon, flaring up occasionally in lofty streaks, now darting 
from east to west, now from west to east, and again presenting 
a level and uniform summit—in short, having all the wild 
variations of the Aurora Borealis. The average height of this 
vapour, as apparent from our station, was about twenty-five 
degrees. The temperature of the sca seemed to be increasing 
momentarily, and there was a very perceptible alteration in its 
colour. 

Murch 2. To-day, by repeated questioning of our captive, we 
came to the knowledge of many particulars in reyard to the 
island of the massacre, its inhabitants and customs—but with 
these how can I now detain the reader? I may say, however, 
-that we learned there were eight islands in the group—that 
they were governed by a common king, named Z'salemon or 
Psalemoun, who resided in one of the smallest of the islands ; 
that the black skins forming the dress of the warriors came 
from an animal of huge size to be found only in a valley near 
the court of the king—that the inhabitants of the group 
fabricated no other boats than the flat-bottomed rafts ; the four 
canoes being all of the kind in their possession, and these 
having been obtained by mere accident from some large island 
in the south-west—that his own name was Nu-Nu—that he had 
no knowledge of Bennett’s Islet-—and that the appellation of 
the island we had left was Tsalal. The commencement of the 
words Zsalemon and Tsalal was given with a prolonged hissing 
sound, which we found it impossible to imitate, even after 


* For obvious reasons I cannot pretend to strict accuracy in theso dates. 
They are given principally with a view to perspicuity of narration, and 
as sct down in my pencil memoranda. 
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repeated endeavours, and which was precisely the same with 
the note of the black bittern we had eaten upon the summit 
of the hill. 

March 3. The heat of the water was now truly remarkable, 
and its colour was undergoing a rapid change, being no longer 
transparent, but of a milky consistency and hue. In our 
immediate vicinity it was usually smooth, never so rough as to 
endanger the canoe; but we were frequently surprised at 
perceiving, to our right and left, at different distances, sudden 
and extensive agitations of the surface ; these we at length 
noticed were always preceded by wild flickerings in the region 
of vapour to the southward. 

March 4. To-day, with the view of widening our sail, the 
breeze from the northward dying away perceptibly, I took 
from my coat pocket a white handkerchief. Nu-Nu was seated 
at my elbow, and the linen accidentally flaring in his face, 
he became violently affected with convulsions. These were 
succeeded by drowsiness and stupor, and low murmurings of 
Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li! 

March 5. The wind had entirely ceased, but it was evident 
that we were still hurrying on to the southward, under the 
influence of a powerful current. And now, indeed, it would 
seem reasonable that we should experience some alarm at the 
turn events were taking—but we felt none. The countenance 
of Peters indicated nothing of this nature, although it wore at 
times an expression I could not fathom. The Polar winter 
appeared to be coming on—but coming without its terrors. I 
felt a numbness of body and mind—a dreaminess of sensation 
—but this was all. 

March 6. The grey vapour had now arisen many more 
degrees above the horizon, and was gradually losing its 
greyness of tint. The heat of the water was extreme, even 
unpleasant to the touch, and its milky hue was more evident 
than ever. To-day a violent agitation of the water occurred 
very close to the canoe. It was attended, as usual, with a wild 
flaring up of the vapour at its summit, and a momentary 
division at its base. A fine white powder, resembling ashes— 
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but certainly not such—fell over the canoe and over a large 
surface of the water, as the flickering died away among the 
vapour and the commotion subsided in the sea. Nu-Nu now 
threw himself on his face in the bottom of the boat, and no 
persuasions could induce him to arise. 

March 7. This day we questioned Nu-Nu concerning the 
motives of his countrymen in destroying our companions; but 
he appeared to be too utterly overcome by terror to afford us 
any rational reply. He still obstinately lay in the bottom of 
the boat; and, upon our reiterating the questions as to the 
motive, made use only of idiotic gesticulations, such as raising 
with his forefinger the upper lip, and displaying the teeth 
which lay beneath it. These were black. We had never 
before seen the teeth of an inhabitant of Tsalal. 

March 8. To-day there floated by us one of the white animals 
whose appearance upon the beach at Tsalal had occasioned so 
wild a commotion among the savages. I would have picked it 
up, but there came over me a sudden listlessness, and I forbore. 
The heat of the water still increased, and the hand could no 
longer be endured within it. Peters spoke little, and I knew 
not what to think of his apathy. Nu-Nu bi vthed, and no 
nore. 

March 9. The wuole ashy material fell now continually 
around us, and in vast quantities. The range of vapour to the 
southward had arisen prodigiously in the horizon, and began 
to assume more distinctness of form. I can liken it to nothing 
but a limitless cataract, rolling silently into the sea from some 
immense and far-distant rampart in the heaven. The gigantic 
curtain ranged along the whole extent of the southern horizon. 
It emitted no sound. 

March 21. A sullen darkness now hovered above us—)ut 
from out the milky depths of the ocean a luminous glare arose, 
and stole up along the bulwarks of the boat. We were nearly 
overwhelmed by the white ashy shower which settled upon us 
and upon the canoe, but melted into the water as it fell. The 
summit of the cataract was utterly lost in the dimness and 
the distance. Yet we were evidently approaching it with a 
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hideous velocity. At intervals there were visible in it wido, 
yawning, but momentary rents, and from out these rents, 
within which was a chaos of flitting and indistinct images, 
there came rushing and mighty, but soundless winds, tearing 
up the enkindled ocean in their course. 

March 22. The darkness had materially increased, relieved 
only by the glare of the water thrown back from the white 
curtain before us. Many gigantic and pallidly white birds 
flew continuously now from beyond the veil, and their scream 
was the eternal Tekeli-li/ as they retreated from our vision. 
Hereupon Nu-Nu stirred in the bottom of the boat, but upon 
touching him we found his spirit departed. And now we 
rushed into the embraces of the cataract, where a chasm threw 
itself open to receive us. But there arose in our pathway a 
shrouded human figure, very far larger in its proportions than 
any dweller among men. And the hue of the skin of the 
fizure was of the perfect whiteness of the snow. 





NOTE. 


THE circumstances connected with the late sudden and distressing death 
of Mr. Pym are already well known to the public through the medium of 
the daily press. It is feared that the few remaining chapters which were 
to have completed his narrative, and which were retained by him, while 
the above were in type, for the purpose of revision, have been irrecoverably 
lost through the accident by which he perished himself. This, however, 
may prove not to be the case, and the papers, if ultimately found, will 
be given to the public, 

No means have been left untried to remedy the deficiency. The 
gentleman whose name is mentioned in the preface, and who, from the 
statement there made, might be supposed able to fill the vacuum, has 
declined the task—this for satisfactory reasons connected with the general 
inaccuracy of the details afforded him, and his disbelief in the entire truth 
of the latter portions of the narration. Peters, from whom some informa- 
tion might be expected, is still alive, and a resident of Illinois, but 
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cannot be met with at present. He may hereafter be found, and will no 
doubt afford material for a conclusion of Mr. Pym’s account. 

The loss of two or three final chapters (for there were but two or three) 
is the more deeply to be regretted, as it cannot be doubted they contained 
matter relative to the Pole itself, or at least to regions in its very near 
proximity ; and as, too, the statements of the author in relation to these 
regions may shortly be verified or contradicted by means of the govern- 
mental expedition now preparing for the Southern Ocean. 

On one point in the narrative some remarks may well be offered ; and 
it would afford the writer of this appendix much pleasure if what he may 
here observe should have a tendency to throw credit, in any degree, upon 
the very singular pages now published. We allude to the chasms found 
in the island of Tsalal, and to the whole of the figures upon pages 367, 
368, 369. 

Mr. Pym has given the figures of the chasms without comment, and 
speaks decidedly of the indentures found at the extremity of the most 
easterly of these chasms as having but a fanciful resemblance to alpha- 
betical characters, and, in short, as being positively not such. This 
assertion is made in manner so simple, and sustained by a species of 
demonstration so conclusive, viz. the fitting of the projections of the 
fragments found among the dust into the indentures upon the wall, that 
we are forced to believe the writer in earnest; and no reasonable reader 
should suppose otherwise. But as the facts in relation to adl the figures 
are most singular (especially when taken in connection with statemonts 
mado in the body of the narrative), it may be as well to say a word or 
two concerning them all—this, too, the more especially as the facts in 
question have beyond doubt escaped the attention of Mr. Poe, 

Figure 1, then, figure 2, figure 3, and figure 5, when conjoined with one 
another in the precise order which the chasms themselves presented, and 
when deprived of the small lateral branches or arches (which, it will be 
remembered, served only as a means of communication between the main 
chambers, and were of totally distinct character), constitute an Ethiopian 


verbal root—the root REG **To be shady ’’—whence all the 
inflections of shadow or darkness, 

In regard to the ‘‘left or most northwardly ” of the indentures in figure 
4, it is more than probable that the opinion of Peters was correct, and 
that the hieroglyphical appearance was really the work of art, and 
intended as the representation of a human form. The delineation is 
before the reader, and he may, or may not, perceive the resemblance 
suggested ; but the rest of the indentures afford strong confirmation of 
Peters’s idea. The upper range is evidently the Arabic verbal root 


Y=&LAZ] “To be white,” whence all the inflections of brilliancy 
and whiteness. The lower range is not soimmediately perspicuous. The 
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characters are somewhat broken and disjointed ; nevertheless, it cannot 
be doubted that, in their perfect state, they formed the full Egyptian 


word TT RTRPHCS “The region of the South.” It should be observed 


that these interpretations coufirm the opinion of Peters in regard to the 
‘‘most northwardly” of the figures. The arm is outstretched towards 
the south. 

Conclusions such as these open a wide field for speculation and exciting 
conjecture, They should be regarded, perhaps, in connection with some 
of the most faintly-detailed incidents of the narrative ; although in no 
visible manner is this chain of connection complete. Tekeli-li! was the 
cry of the affrighted natives of Tsalal upon discovering the carcase of the 
white animal picked up at sea. This also was the shuddering exclamation 
of the captive Tsalalian upon encountering the whtfe materials in possession 
of Mr. Pym. This also was the shriek of the swift-flying, white, and 
gigantic birds which issued from the vapoury white curtain of the south. 
Nothing white was to be found at Tsalal, and nothing otherwise in the 
subsequent voyage to the region beyond. It is not impossible that 
‘‘Tsalal,” the appellation of the island of the chasms, may be found, upon 
minute philological scrutiny, to betray either some alliance with the 
chasms themselves, or some reference to the Ethiopian characters so 
mysteriously written in their windings. 

“7 have graven tt within the hills, and my vengeance upon the duat 
within the rock,” 
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